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CHAPTER I. 

* TJgh 1 what a Bight ! And I used to griuul>le about 
Eogiey Marsh ! Why, it'^ like living in a drain !' 

Ramiliies Street, W, G., vitiB certainlv not attvac* 

tive at twelve o'clock ou that; Deccmbor uight, for ift 
had been snowijig in tlio onvly part oi' iho oveniiig; 
that snow was suffering from a fall <>( black-: dud a^ 

evil communications corrupt gi)od nianr.evH, the evil 
communicatiou of the London boot v:a-. rorrnptingthQ 
good manners of the heavenly sno-vv, whicli Iiu-; beeoma 
smirched by the towu^n cuibraco, and v, as sorrow* 
fully weeping itself ruvay in tcar.H beneath a sky — 

No, there was not any sky. For four dayM tlxere 
had not been a breath of air to disnipabi the heavy 
mist, and into this mist the smoke of a million chim* 
neys had rolled, mingled, and settled <lown in the 
streets in one horrible to11o^\ isli-black mirk. 

There were gas lam]\j i]i Eamillies Street — ht^rg 
and thero distinffuishino^ themselves bv a faint (do^ 
overhead ; but John Whyley, policeman on the beat, 
was hardly awaro of their existence till he laid hiil 
hand upon ^ach post. j 

"Now, only that Burglar Bill & Co. aren't sucS 
£oq1s as to come oiit on such a night as this, here's 
their chauce. Why, they might burgle every lioU)$« 



i THE BAG OF DIAK0K2>d. 

oa> one aide of the street -while the vhole division wstfl 

on the other. Blest if I know hardly where I ami" 

J. W. stopped and listened, but it seemed as if 

utter silence as well as utter darkness had descended 
upon tha great city. But few people were about, 
and where a vehicle passed along a neighboring street 
the patter of hoofs and roll of wheels was hushed by 
the thick snow. 

" It is a puzzler," muttered the man, " Blind man's 
buff's nothing to it, and no pretty gals to catch. Now, 
whereabouts am I? I should say I'm just close to the 
corner by the square, and — well, now, look at that !'* 

He uttered a low chuckle, and stared up from the 
curbstone at a dull, red glare that seemed like thv 
eye of some fierce monster swimmiug in the sea of 
fog, and watching tlio man upon his beat. 

"And if I didn't think I -^as t'other side of the 
street 1 Ah, how you do *member me of old times," 
he continued, apostrophizing the red glare; " seems 
like being back at Hogley, and looking off the station 
platform to see if you was burning all right after I'd 
been and lit you up. Bed signals for trains — ^red 
fiigaals for them as wants help," he muttered as, with 
his hands within his belt, he stepped slowly up under 
an arch of iron scroll-work rusting away, a piece of 
well-forged ornamentation, which had once borne an 
oil lamp, and at whose sides were iron extinguishers, 
into which, in the bygone days when Kamillies was 
afashionable street, footmen had thrust their smoking 
links. But fashion had gone afar, and Ichabod was 
written metaphorically upon the door of that old 
Queen Anne house, while really there was a tarnished 
brass plate bearing the inscription " Dr. Chartley," 
■with blistered panels above and below. Arched oret 
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tlie iloorstej) was an architect's idea of a gigantic 
f^hell, supported by two stout boys, \yhom a lively 
imagination might have thought to be suffering from 
tlie doctor's prescriptions, as they glared wildly at 
the red bull's eye in the centre of the fanlight aboye 
the door. 

, "Nothing like a red signal to show yon where you 
Aipj'* said John "Whyley, stepping slowly back on to 
the pavement, to the very edge of the curbstone, and 
then keeping to it as his guide for a few yards, till 
he had passed a second door, also displaying the 
reel light, and beneath it, in letters nearly rubbed 
ftway, though certainly not from cleaning, the word 
*' Surgery." 

''That's where that young nipper of a buttons 
lives, him as took a sight at me when I ketched him 
standing on his head a-top of the dustbin down the 
area. Hullo !" 

John Whyley stood perfectly still and invisible in 
the fog, as the surgery door was opened; there was 
a low scuffling noise, and a hurried whispering. 

"Get your arm well under him. Hold hard! 
Shut the door. Mind he don't slip down. It's dark 
as pitch. Now then, come on.*' 

At that moment a bright light shone upon the 
scene in front of Dr. Ohartley's surgery door, for 
John Whyley gave a turn to the top of the bull's-eye 
lantern looped on to his belt, and threw up the fig- 
ures of three men, two of whom were supporting on 
either side another, whose head hung forward and 
sidewise, whose legs were bent, and his body in a 
limp, helpless state, which called forth all the 
strength of the others to keep him from subsiding in 
A heap upon the snow,. He seemed to be youngs 
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lieaviiy bearded, and, as far as Lis costuHie could b« 
seen in the yellow glare, he wore higli boots and a 
pea-jacket ; while his companions, one of whom was 
a keen-faced man, with clean-shaved face and a dark 
}aiOusta<*he, the other rather French-looking from his 
sliortly cropped beard, wore nlsters and close travel- 
ing-capy. 

As the light flashed upon thegroup, one of the men 
drew ins breath sharply between his teeth, and for a 
Hpace no ono stirred, 

" Acciden', gentlemen?*' said John Whyley, giving 
a ^,in^ai5 if he smelt a warm sixpence, bntitwcfcs only 
cauj^ed by the soot-charged fog. 

The constable's speech seemed to break the speli, 
and one of the men spoke out thickly: 

'* Ak den', constable? Yes, it's all right. HoM him 
-up, Smith. Wants to lie down, constable. Thinks 

»ii<s%Y is eleiiu sheets." 

*' Ohj that's it, is it, sir T* said John Whyloy, er- 
aiiii-^ing oach face in turn a little suspicioizsfy^. 
^* Tliouglit ns it was a patient — " 

'' Yos/' said the man with the moustache, speaking 
in a high-pitched voice, "doctor keeps some good 
stufE Not all physic, policeman. Here, hold up.'* 
Thi.s last to the man he was supporting, and npoa 
ivln '^>o head he now placed a soft felt hat, which he 
hivi held in his hand. 

" Gent Beems rather on, sir," said John Whyley, 
goii}g up more closely. 

' * All !'* said the first speaker, "yousmelthis brddih." 

**'Kough to knock you down, sir," said the eon- 
Rtiible. *'H6*ll want to come and see the doctor 



Again to-morrow morning. 



»i 



There was a very strong odor of spirits, and ia ttia 
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gloopait did npt occtir to tlxe constable ihob the two 
men who ^eeiped most intoxicated were verr briglifc-. 
oyed, and jet ghastly ]) *o. He merely dx-ew back 
for the group to pas"^. 

''Got to take him far, ;^Ir?" 

'' Far? No, constable. Let him lie dovrn and go to 

sleep, Dishgusting tiling man can't cojnetosoefrieaul 

without getting drunk. Look at lae — and Shmith." 

"Yes, sir; you're all right euongh," said the cou- 

etable. *' Shall I lend you a hand ?'' 

"No," said the jnan with the mousiache, "we'ra 
all right ; get us a cab/' 

"Where, sir,?'* said the constable, with a gi'in ; 
doii't believe siicli ;7. thing's to bo got, sir, a night like 
this. All goaio home." 

At that; moment from out of the fog there was a 
sudden jolt and the whish of a wliip. 

" Hullo ?" shouted the policeman. ^ 

" Hullo T" came back in a husky voice, as if spokea 
through layers of flannel, "what street's this?" 
"Eamillies. Here's a fare." 

There was a muttering, then a bump, j^^lt, and jan* 

gle of a cab heard, and a huge figure slo\\ ly seemed 

to loom up out of the fog in a spectral way, leading 

a gigantic horse, beyond which "\^ as something dark, 

"What's the row?'* said the husky voice. 

"These gents want a cab." 

" Oh, but I can't diive uowheres to-night. I drova 
right into one pub, and then nearly down two areas. 
Where do you want to go.'^ 

"John's Hotel, Surrey Street, old man. Look 
ekarp. Five bob." 

"Five what, sir? Why, I wouldn't stir a step under 
ten. Tm jtist goiBg to get mj old horse into the firsi 
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mews, shove on Ins nosebag and then get inside audgo 
iq sleep. I can't drive. I shall have to lead him." 

"Give him ten," said the man with the sharp voice. 

" All right. Here, liold up, old man," said the other. 
** Look sharp! Seoiieverlcome out with him again.'* 

"Yes, don't make a noise, or you'll bring out the 
doctor," said (ho oth^r man, and the policeman went 
to the cab door. 

The cab evidently objected to the fare, for the door 
stuck, and only yielded at last with a rattle, and fao sud- 
denly that John Whyley nearly went on his back; 
l>ut he recovered himself, and lield his light so that 
the utterly helpless man, who seemed as if composed 
of jelly, was pulled by one of his companions, thrust 
by the other, into the cab, and forced upon the back 
seat. 

*' There y'are, const'ble/* said the man with the 
thick voice, "there's something to get glass; but 
don't take too much — like that chap — mj deares' 
frien', it's s'prising ain't it? Tell cabman John's 
Hotel." 

"All right, sir, he knows. Go ahead, cabby." 

He took a few slow steps towards where the cab- 
Tuan stood by the horse's head, 

"Think they're all right?" said the cabman, in a 
husky Vvdsper. 

"Give me half-a-crown/' said John Whyley. 

" Did they ? Wish I'd stood out for a sov," 

As he spoke he started his horse slowly, and the 
cab went by the constable, whose lamp showed the 
interior very indistinctly, the cab window bein|^ 
drawn up, and then the sight and sound of the vehi- 
cle died out in the fog, and all was once more still. 

"Ill wind as blows no one any good l" said the cos.* 
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stable, sloTrly contiBuing his beat. " Rather hare my 
half-crown than their sick headaches in the morning. 
Xlathermm thatnoone came out with all that talking," 

John Why ley hummed a tune and tried two or tlir^e 
."^ront doors and area gates, and then lie took off his 
iielmet and scratched his head as if puzzled. 

"Now, have I done right?" he said suddeaty, 
"Seemed to be square. Smelt of driuk horrid. Other 
two 'peared to be on all but once or twice. I ^ay f 
Was it acting?" 

He gave his helmot a sharp blow with his dou' -led 
fist, stuck it on tightly, and took n few quick steps in 
the direction in which the cab had moved off." 

"Tchah!" he ejaculated, stopping short; " ti-at's 
the worst o' my trade; makes a man suspicious of 
everything and everybody. Why, I nearly accused the 
missus of picking my pockets of that sixpence I forgot 
I spent with a mate. It's all right. They were as 
tight as tight. Ugh! What a night." 

John Whyley's beat took him in another direction, 
but something — a feeling of dissatisfaction with his 
late act, or the suspicion engendered by his calling 
made him turn back and go slowly to the doctor's 
door. 

All was perfectly still ; the red lamp burned over 
the principal door, while over the surgery door the 
three last letters were more indistinct than ever, and 
**Surg" somehow looked like a portion of "Eesur- 
gam " on a memorial stone. 

John Whyley went close up to the latter door, and 
listened. All was still. 

He hesitated a few moments, and then tapped and 
listened again, when there seemed to be a slight rust* 
ling sound within^ but he could not be sura 
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TuyjoiJig on his liglit, tiiere, beside him, was aiaall- 
pulLidth the hole half-filled Avith snow. 

"Shall I?" he said, hesitating. "People don't 
like being called up for a cock-and-bull story, and whai 



have I got to say ? These gents came away iight." 
He paused and removed his helmet for another re- 
freshing scratch. 



" Was it acting ? Tve heerd a chap on the stage 
drawl jast like that one with the thick voice. Now, 
stop a moment. Let's argufy. Couldn't be bus^ary. 
Yes, it could — ^body burglary!" 

John Whyley grew excited as a strange train dE 
thought ran through his head in connection with 
what he had heard tell about surgeons and their in- 
vestigations, and purchases delivered iu the dead of 
night. 

'' I don't care," he said ; ^* wrong or right, I wish I 
hadn't let that cab go, and Til get to tlie bottom of it 
before I've done." 

It might have been connected with visions of 
another possible half-crown, or it might have been in 
au honest desire to do his duty as a guardian of th^ 
public safety. At any rate, John Whyley gave a vig- 
orous tug at Dr. Chartley's night-bell and waited. 

"No answer; that's a suspicious fact," he said to 
himself ; and he rang again, listened, Avaited, aiwj. 
rang again* 

Hardly had the wire ceased to grate, when a curi- 
ous whispering voice, close to his ear, said "What is 
it?" so strangely that John, who had only been a year 
in London, bounded back into the snow, and hgdf 
dvew his truncheon. 



'' What is it ? Who's there ?" came then. 
'*Wliat a fool I am! Speaking trumpet!" niut- 
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tered the man, aud directing his light toward the door* 

pcei he saw a raised patch of snow, which njwn being 

Temoyed displayed a hole. 

To this, fnll of confidence now, John "Whyley ap- 
plied Mb lips. 



** Police!" he said. "Anything wronff?" 

There was a pause, and then the same strange 
^oiee came again. 

■'Wait, ril come down." 

Waiting was cold work, and Jolm Whylcy took st 
trot up, and was returning when ho saw a dim lights 
Hhise through the long glazed slits at the sides of the 
principal door, and directly after lie heard a click as 
if a candlestick were set down on a niarble slab, and 
one of the narrow windows showed a human shape 
in a misty way. 

The buirs-eye was turned on, and, after the jnomen- 
fefy glimpse of a face, the rattling ofa chain was heard 
and tho front door was opened a few inches to reveal 
St pale, liaggard, but very handsome face, with large 
jEstroas eyes, which looked dilated and strange. 

"1 did not understand you, policeman. Is any* 
^ng the matter ?" 

•* Well, Miss, that's for you to say ;" and he related 
irhat he had seen- 

" It is very strange. My father's door is locked* 
a3td- there is no light" 



" Yes, Miss — one over the door. 



» 



" Ye^, but that onl}' shines into the surgery. My 
brother has not come back." 

**But the doctor had conapany, "Mxqh : that gentie»» 

mnn who had taken too much." 

" Qh, no ; impossible." 

"Then I Aarebeen done !" cried the man, strikin|( 
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jbis left hand a blow ^\it-l^ lii^ fi^i, ag if to cliuch tlia 
thought which had heen tronbliiig bim. 

*'i dou'i uiidcr.stand jou."' 

'* Well, Miss, I'm afraid ilifre'ri t-oincihiug wrong. 
But thf^ doctor V" 

" Jlo is not ii: liis roohi."' 

''J>aLho\^ about the speaking trantpet?" 

''I heard the iiight bell. He is not in his chamber, 
riikI the passage door is locked. Perhaps — " a few 
inojaonts" pause ; then in a firm decided tone, "Tes 
you liad better come in."* 

The door was clched, ^o that the chain could be 
Unfastened; an<l as tlie door was being reopened, John 
'Wh^ lev pulled himself togeUier,and cleared his throat. 

*• Don't be alaiiued, Miss," he said, as he stood in the 
larfi' blank hall, and rubbed liis shoes upon a very 
old mat. *'I doiit like sealing you but its better to 
lU'dLii sure tlian to let anything go wrong. That's 
partly, you see, Miss, what we're for." 

'• Yes, ye-^; but come at once to the surgery." 
^'Oue minute, Miss," said the constable, examining 
c.ir.^ Tally the handsome frightened face, and noting 
thai its owner was tall, gi^aceful, rather dark, and 
about three or four and twenty, while though her hai? 
Vc'j it\ disorder as if from lying down, the lady waa 
fujiv dressed. 

■• What do you T,ant ?" she said, with the wild look 
iu \if)V eyes intensifying. 

" To do everything iu order, Miss. First, who 
li\('S here ?" 

'^My father, Dr. Chartley." 

"' Who else on the premises?" 

*' TJie servant-girl. Our boy. My brother, a jnedi- 
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cal student, lives here, "but lie lias not yet returned* 
He is at a friend's house — a litfcle party." 

" And you've had a party here, Miss?" 

"Oh, no; "^^4^ never liave company/' 

"That'll do, Mis.s. No'>r for tlie surgery. Oild 
moment : your name, please?" 

'•Riclmiond Chartlev." 

■'That'll do. Rum name," In* )iuiiicivd ; and f ol-^ 
lowing the lady, "who led the Avay with a chanibev 
candlestick in past theopendoor of a^Ioomy-Iooking 
dining-room, constable John Whyley found liinisell 
at the end of a passage to the h^ft, in fioni of a half- 
f^iass door, whose panes wort' co\(n*cd on tlio otiiei^ 
side hv a tliick dark Idind. 

; •* My father's surgery," said th(^ ]i-A} in answei to 
ait inqairiug look. 

The constable nodded, and tried tlie door t\\icQ 
before kneeling downandhokliiighis llglit to thekej 
hole. 

" Ke^ ill/" lio .said gruffly, " locked inside. 'W'lio'g 
likely to be here?" 

"My father. He always sits in tlie coiisulting* 
room beyond ai night— studying." 

luuther short nod, and tlie consialdo rH[)ped loudly. 

Xo response. 

He rapped agidn, \\ith tlie sinnej-csulL Then he 
dreM' a long breath, aiid tlie man sIhhuhI tliat Ijc pos-. 
sessed feeliin;- as Aveil as decision. 

''Idont want to alarm you, Miss, but I ought lo 
force open this door." 

"But you do alarm nie, man. Yes, y(m are rigid, 
Ko ! let nic come.'' 

She rapped smartly on the door. 

"Father! Father! Are you here?'* 
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Still no reply; md she drew back, looking wildly is 
the constable'^ eyes, wliile her hands seemed as if 
drawn together to clasp each other and check the 
nervous trembling and be of mutual support. 

"Yes," she said, **force it open. Stop! break one 
of the panes." 

The constable leaned his shoidder against the pftiie 
nearest the lock, and there was a sharp crackling iioi^e, 
the splintered glass being canglit by the blind inside; 
but as the man thrust his hand through the great hole 
he had made, to draw the blind on one aide, a frag- 
ment or tv.'o fell, making a musical tinkling. 

The man's next act was to take his lantern from his 
belt, and pass it through, diroctiug the light in all di- 
rections, as he peered through the glass above, and 
then ho "withdrew the light with a low "Ha!*' 

" What can you see ?'' 

" Hold hard, please, Miss, and keep back. This 
isn't ladies work. T want some help here."' 

" Then something has happened ?" 

" Well, Miss, seeing what I did see to-night, it may 
be nothing worse than a drop too much, but it l^[>Qks 

^'Whoisit? Mv father?" 

" Can't say, Miss. Elderly gent with bald head." 

*' Oh, what you say is possible ! Quick ! burst open 
the door !'' 

The constable placed his shoulder to the door, hub 
drew back with an angry gesture. 

"Of course!" he muttered, and thrusting his arm 
through, he reached the lock, turned the key, andth« 

door swung open with a dismal creak. 
'*Now, Miss, 111 see first,and come back and tell you." 
*' Man ! do you think I am a child?" was the »lt&rp 
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ik'fij ; afiid rttshing hj him, the speaker pi^&ed into- 
tifee rejoin, and Went down npon het Hhtibs dirfiefly 
beside a figure in a shabby old dressi^gCTiam, lying 

face doA\ nward on the floor. 
"Is Le— " 
*' Quick ! turn on that gas." 

The constable took a step to obey, and kicked 
s^gainst something M'hieh rattled as it flew forward, 
and stru(*k the wainscot board, while the next mo- 
:ffient a dim, blue s]^kvk of light in a gronnd-glass 
btirfet iiito a flame, and ht np a dingy-looking, old- 
fashioned Bnrgery just as tlie kneeling girl nttered a 

piteous cr\. 

"That'h onongli/' iniittGredtho constable, stooping 
and picking up the object he had kicked against 
short whalebone-haridlcd life-preserver, and slipping 
it into his pocket. " Tells tales. Now, Miss," he con- 
tinned aloud, beading over the prostrate figure, 
"Hall ! yes ! I thought as ranch." 

Ti nas plain enough. A slight thread of blood was 
trickling slo-^vh' from a sj^oton the smooth glistening 
bald head of the prostrate man, while as, with a moan 
of aiigaish, the girl thrust her arm softly beneath his 
neck, and raised the lieadj the mark of another blow 
was ^ isiblo abovo the temple. 

** Now, Mis^, I can't leave youlike this. Let me stay 
while YOU go for lielp. 'We must have some one here." 

These words seemed to rouse the girl' into fierce 
action, and she gently supported the wounded head, 
her liand soitght tho injured man's wrist, and seized 
it in a professional way 

"Man," she cried ^ith angry energy, " while we are 
seeking help he may — Yes; still beating. Quick! 
Operf that door. No, no ; that's the way into tiie 
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street ! The other door — the consulting-room. Pro^ 
it open with a chair. "We must get him on to the 
sofa, and do something at once." 

"Yes, Miss ; but a doctor." 

"lama doctor's daughter, man, and know what 
to do. Quick!" 

"Well, of all — " muttered the constable, as he pro- 
ceeded to the door in question ; and then, without 
finishing the sentence, "Well, she is a plucked one!" 

He stepped into a shabbily furnished room, in 
whose grate a fire was just aglow ; and as the door 
swung to, and he cast tho light round to seek for a 
chair, he caught sight of a vacant couch, a table with 
bottle, glasses, and sugar i hereon, and the cover 
draw]i all on one side, so t]ia^ the glasses were with- 
in an ace of being off; and then, drawing in his breath, 
he stepped to the other side of tho table, and held 
down the light, which fell upon a drawn and ghastly 
face, while, hidden by the table cover, there lay the 
figure of a well-dressed jnan. 

" Fit," muttered the constable, bendinglower. "No; 
I ain't a doctor, but I know what that means." 

He stepped back c[uickly,and shut the door after him. 

"No, no f prop it open." 

"Let it be, Miss, he ro])lied sternly. "There's 
Bomething else wrong there." 

TJie girl stared up at him aghast. 

" Here's a sofy vrill do," ho continued, pointing to 
a kind of settee, cushionotl, and with a cojnmoa 
moreen valance hanging down, while a rough kind of 
_piIlow was fastened to one cnth " You get up, Miss, 
and lift a bit. I won't hurt Jiim more than I can help. 
That's it. Sorry, Miss, I tliougut what I did." 

A low moan escaped the suiiero r ms he was lifted 
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"wiili difficulty upon the rougli settee, and tliis being 
done* the constable renewed his request. 

"NoT^'', Miss, it's a thing as wants doing at once. 
Call help." 

*^Hold np his head/' "^'as the quick iraperions re- 
ph ; and as the man ubej-ed, he sa^r to his surprise the 
girl go quicklj to the row of shelves at one side of the 
room, take down a labelled bottle, remove the stop- 
jxn, and pour some of its contents into a graduated 
glass. To this she added a portion of the contents of 
another bofctle, taking them down, replacing stoppers, 
ai)d i^roceeding in the most matter-of-fact, business- 
like wavj as if accustomed to the task, and returning 
to tcv and trickle a little fluid between the patient's 
lips, su23pl6menting it by bathing his temples. 

Tiiis done, she ran to a drawer, to return with a loll 

and sfissors; then getting sponge, water^ and basin, 
and proceeding deftly to bathe and strap up the bleed- 
ing Avound, before turning to her a. sistant, who looked 
dim, as the fog seemed to have filtered into the room, 

*^Xow," she said sharply, "is there some one in- 
juiod in that room ?" 

** Yes, Miss ; but stop. I will have he]p now" said 
the cunstablo hoarselj'. ** You shan't go in there !" 

At that jnoment, as the man stepped br^f^^-re the con- 
sul fciag-room door, there was the quick rattle of a 
iatch-kej heard faintly from the front door, and as 
the opening door affected that of the surgery, and 
made it swini? sli!:chtlv and creak, the ^irl ran to it. 

'^ Here, Hendon ! quick V 

There was a heavy step in the passage, and a 
young man, who looked flushed, hurried into the 
surgery, hat in hand, hisuh-^ter over his arm. 
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" What's the matter?" he said thitkljc Sfetoa- 
i^t&ble directed at him a sharp glance. 
• ' l! ddn't know. Look ! My fattier attttdfe^ and 

Oh ? Hendon, pray, pray see !" 

The young man had evidently been disking and 
the suddenness of this encounter seemed fbr a mo- 
ment to confuse him ; but as he caught sight of the 
injured doctor, the policeman peering at- hinf with s 
sternly inquiring look, and the tall, handi^me girl, 
with wild eyes and parted lips, pointiiig- towaar ds the 
consulting-room dooi, he threw back his htiad^ gave 
it a shake as if to clear it, and spoke more <jlea»riy. 

^'Accident?" he said. "Look?" 

** Yes, for pity's sake, look." 

He strode to the consulting-room door, fJtfeppdd in 
and was turning to come back, but tie polioem&u 
was following. 

■^Whatisit?" hesaid. "Here! alighi 



*» 



He snatched the lantern from the constable's hand, 
and the light fell directly upon the face of the pros- 
trate figure beyond the table. 

* Who's this ? " he said, going down on one knee. 
" Why, constable, what's up ? This man is dead ! " 



" Yes, sir, I see that 
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'' Yes, quite dead. But what does it mean ? Has 



my sister — " 

•'Seen him? No, sir, I wouldn't let her come. 
Now, then, as you're here, I'll go for a doctor ajffid 
i^ome of our men," 



'' One minute. I'm a medical student — ^bit thlc^, 
constable — ^been at a party — but I know what I'm 
doing. Yes, this man's dead — shot, I think. But 
my father ? Here, come back. That poor ^1 must 
W half wild." 



(( 
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He ran back ipto the surgery. 
Here, Bich, my girl, this is a terrible business. 
Tps, yes," he added, slowly examining what his sister 
had done, and then drawing in his breath, as h« 
passed his hand over the smooth bald head ** How 
did it happen ? " 

'* I — I don't know,'* gasped the girl, wildly ; and n&^ 
that the burden was partly shifted from her shoulders 
her fexaii^ine Jiature began to reassert itself, and sha 
uttered. a low wail. 

** But — here, constable, how did this come about? ' 

The man explained in a few words, all the tim^ 
gazing searchingly a t the inquirer, but shaking hi^ 
head to himself, as if feeling that the suspicions h^ 
harbored were wrong. 

"And now, sii', I must have some one in/* said ^Im 

man in conclusion. 

" Yes ; of course, of course. But my father .'* Wa 
cannot leave him like that. To take him up to hm 
bedroom would not be wise, and we cannot — here, 
Bich, I say, where are you? Constable, help ma 
carry out this s(^a." 

John Whyley followed, and the comfortable couch 
was carried from its neighborhood by the ghastlf 
Rgnre lying beyond the table, into the surgery, placed 
close to the wall, and the wounded man carefully 
placed upon it in an easier position. 

"Now, sir, just one look lound," said the con-' 
stable, asBichmond knelt down, weeping silently by 
he|*father's side, "and then I'm off. Got this, sir " 

He drew out the life-preserver, and showed it to 
the young student before going into the consultit^^ 
xoomi ftnd after a glance round, kneeling by the dead 
man tQ make a rapid search of his pockets. 
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" Surely this is not uecessary now ?*' 

" Yes, sir, it is. One of the first questions my ser- 
geant will ask me will be about recognitions. That 
will do, sir. Not ascrapof anything about him after a* 
sooperficial search. Now tlie other place." 

He returned to the surgery, looked round, peered 
into a closet, and then examined the door. 

'*No signs of violeuci'/' ho said; and then the settee 
caught his attention, and he advanced cautiously, drew 
up the valance, but only to reveal that it was a great 
ehest, and had not harbor beneath for concealment of 
person or article connected with the case. " Chest, 
eh?" he said ; and placing his hand to the cushion, he 
found that it was fastened to the great lid, whicli he 
raised with one hand, and directed the light into it 
with the other; but before it was open many inches 

he banged it down and started away as if horrified. 

'*Bah, man I scared by a few bones. Articulation^, 
and preparations used in surgical lectiires." 

" Yes, I see," said the man, recovering himself, "bat 
coming upon 'em sudden like, they looked rather hor- 
rid. Now, sir, I'm oil' I shall send on the first of oiir 
men I see, and come back with (he doctor. One two 
streets off, aiu fc there ? if I can find him in the fog." 

" Yes ; Mr, Clayton BelL Be quick." 

The man hurried off, and in a remarkably short tijue, 
or so it seemed to the brother and sister, who M-ere 
conversing in whispers as they strove to restore the 
unconscious man to consciousness, there was a ring 
at the bell, and the constable had returned with a 
grave, portly-looking surgeon and a sergeant of police* 

" Yes," said the newcomer, after a careful examina- 
tion, " two heavy blows, given, I should say, the first 
kom behind, the second as Dr, Ohartley was turning 
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xound. As you suvmised, Mv. Chartley, the sktill is 
fractured, and there is a severe pressure upon the 
brain. And the other case? *' 

The surgeon was led into the next roonij where a 
lon^ and careful examination was made. 
■ *' No, Mr. Chartley, no firearms here ; tlie man has 
been poisoned." 

"Poisoned T' cried Heudon Chartley, turningto the 
table, and taking up one of the glasses to raise it to 
his nose, and then touch the liquid in the bottom 
Teith the tip of his finger and taste it, " Brandy," ke 
said. '^ only pure brandy." 

Hf^ set it down, and took up the second ^lasf^, 
which he smelt, 

' '* Ha ! there's something here," he cried ; and dip- 
ping his finger again, he tasted it, and spat quickly 
two or three times, before passing the glass to the sur- 
geon, who contented liimself with raising it to his 

nostrils. 

" Yen; Mr. Chartley ; no doubt about that," he said. 

*' How did all this come about?" 
He turned to the young student, wholookedatthe 

sergeant, and the sergeant at John Whyley, while the 

latter stared stolidly at the surgeon. 

'* That's what we're going to see, sir," said Whyloy^ 
"Quit^ I'ight, mj man, quite right. Now, Mr. 

Chartley, I can do no more here. I should like to 

have in a colleague in consultation over your father'^ 

case. Nothing more'can be done now. Wo will Ije 

here quite early." 

He gave a few directions a^ ho passed tiivoagh the 
consulting-room, and then son and danght^r were 
left to their painful vigil, and the thick fog coverod 
all m with sb funeral pall. 
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CHAPTEB n. 

GOING EACKWABDS. 

Bbeakfast-'TTMi: in tbo dull dining-rooiH,'with itsscm 

%XQ old f aniit^U'ej carpel; dotted with boles worn bj tb^ 
l€gH cf obairSj and the drab-paiuted panelled ^alls, 
leatlo clieorfnl bv a set of eii«^raviii£f3 in tatnislicd 
g'-it, fix-ipr-eLc-d fnxmes of the princes of the blood 
yoy. 1 : }[. 1\ II. the Prince Regent, with his brothers 
ibo DaLc^ of York, Clarence, Kent, Cumberland; Sti^- 
»ez, n-:id Tainbi'idgo, each with a little sqtiare ta^feelle J 
pilk'W c.b tbo top of the frame, and, reposing, thoreotr, 
E verj shabby coronet ; while the two windows, with 
their fadevl curtains, looked across a rov/ of rnstj 
gpikes at a jjrospect composed of a gaunt old housp, 
t%idenily let in lodgings. 

Eic'hmond Ohartley, looking as chai'tning as a hatid- 
Bome girl will look, in spite of a line of care upon her 
iereliead and a twitch of ansiety upon the comers of 
lier lips, was distributing coffee, and alternating the 
task by cutting bread-and-butter — thin-thick for her 
Ibrother Hendon, who was reading a sporting paper> 
and thin-thiu for Dr. Ohar{;ley, who was gazing in an 
ftbstraotod manner at a paper before him, and making 

Botes from time to time with a gilt pencil-case. 

He was a bland -looking, handsome man, with stiff 
"white cravat, and that puave, softly-smiling asr)ect 
peculiar to fashionable physicians; but the fashion 
iad gone, though the s-uillo remained, to be shed 
«pon his two children ins^^ad of xipon the patients 
Tfrho came no more. 

The breakfast progressed, with Hendon eag<%rly 
i&king in the details of the last Australian boat-race, 

And the doctor making a calculation for the rariaSoxi 
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p{ the^cojupound that was the dream of his life, tiil, m 
it was finally ended, he bent forward, and said softiy, 

" Truly thankful, amen ! '' 

Hendon Chartley rustled his paper, and doubled it 
up, and thrust it into his pocket. 

" But no fried bacon," he said bitterly. 

Dr. Chartley turned his beams upon his son, aud 
^ook his head slowly. 

"Indigestible, Hendon. But never niiud. Work 
as J do. Get to the top of the tree, and then you can 
keep your carriagf^, and destroy your liver witk 
Strasburg pie. 

"Bah!" said Eendon ; but his father's eoixnta- 
nance did not change. 

"Going to the hospital, my boy?" 

**Yes, the old dismal round." 

*But to allay suffering. A great profession. 

*'Wish it had less profession andmoi*e solid satis- 
faction!" said the young man. " Good-by, Kieh." 

He hurried out of the room, and the next minute 
th^ door was heard to bang. 

** An ornament to the profession some day, 
Richmond." 

"Yes. dear, bat—" 

"Well, my love?" said the doctor, beaming upou 

ber softly. 

** Don't think me unkind^ dear, novr you are so deop 
in your study; but I do really want a little help.'' 
j> "Certainly, my darling, certainly. Now, ihat'^ 
i.^bat I like; frank confidence on your part. You ura 
^e best of housekeepers, mj child ; but I don't ^vnot 
yoji to tajce all the burden on your shoulders." 

Biohmoiid Oljiirtley sighed, and the line on her 
broad hs^i^m^ forehead; took to itself so many 
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puckers, which, however, did not detract froiu het 
beauty. 

" Well, my dear; speak out. You want somethin^^ ?*' 

" Yes, father ; money." 

" Ah f said Dr. Chartley softly, as he tap})ed the 
table with the top of hia w^oru peueil-case. '^ Money; 
3-0U want money." 

*'YeB, father. I am horribl}^ pressed. Poorlleudoa 
lias reall}^ not enough to pay for his lunch, and 

'' Yes, my dear; but Hendon will st)ou be iu a 
position to provide comfortably for himself/" «nid tlic 
doctor blandly. 

The old proverb about the growing giviss and th(^ 
starving steed occurred lo Jiielimoud, but ->laj only 
fejghod< 

"I don't think you need troiible youi'self about 

Hendon, my dear." 

'' But there is the rent, father/' said Bichmond 
desperately, as the full extent of their position flashed 
upon her; and she felt impelled to speak. 

'' Ah, yes; the rent. I had forgotten the rent," 
said the doctor dreamily. 

'^ Final and threatening notices have been left 
about the rates and taxes/' 

"Yes/' said the doctor musingly. "The idea is 
Utopian, but I have often thought how pleasant life 
would be were there no rents or rates and taxes/' 

"Dear father^ I must tell you all my troubles now 
I have begun," said Richmond, leaving her chair io 
kneel down before the handsome elderly mai), and lay 
her hand upon his breast. 

" Certainly, my darling, certainly/' he said, bend- 
ing down to kiss her brow in the most gentlemanly 
^anner^ and then caress her luxuriant hair. 
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Tliey have tbreateiied to cut oft'ljotlithe gas and 



■water.'* 

*'Tut ! tut! howuurt^asoiiablc, Iiicliirioiul ! KeuUj 
a severe letter onu'ht (<■ ^r^ ;!'l(l!%^s^{-'^l i.) {\u^ C'm- 

panies' directois." 

" Ajj(1, father dear, lb t' rr;Ldespe<^}>l(* are ^^tow j ;^ 
not only impatieui, hut absobik-lv iji-rUiii,i(- ^"^ '' *-t 
am I to do?" 

"Wait, iuy dai'liug, wait J^ittle doud^ ii* our c- 
istence while we are attending tlio breakin.14 fott!] if 
the sun. Not long, my dtar. I inn ])]nj^Tessri2 
rapidly with my discover}-, and v>ljile J shall 00 vv^x^ 
tent with the fame, you shall be lay dear Iy.imI-^ ^v, 
iind manage everj^thiug as you do now." 

"Yes, yes, dear, Iwill;butitisf;o sad. Jla jrMu .>:*; 

seem to come to you now." 

''No, my dear, no/' he replied calmly; ''I'm afrful 
I neglected several, and they talked about it among 
tliemselves. These things 'v^ill spread." 

''Are there iiny means left of — ]>ray forgive t^--*, 
dear — of raising a Utile money?" 

"No, my dear, I think not. But don'l troult© 
i>bout it. Any day now I may have my discovc^ry 
complete^ and then — but really, my dear, this is wast- 
ing time. I must get on with my work." 

He rose, and Hichmond sighed as with coardy 
grace he raised her hand and kiss^ed it, smiling it 
her sadly and shaking his heaiL 

" So like your dear mother," he said; "even to }}■& 
tones of your voice. Don't let me be distnrlv'-'l, 
Biciimond. I am getting to a critical poiiil.'' 

He slowly crossed the room, gazing di'eamily bofi>^-<^ 
him, and passed out, while his child stood listeni-ix; 
to his stiep along the passage at the ba^k of the bldo^ 
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board 



clasping 



ejcclaiined passionately, 

'' What shall I do ? Vhat shall I do ?" 
A violent twitch made her raise her hand to he^ 
face, which was contracted with pain, and she drew 
her breath hard; but the paug seemed to pass away, 
and after riugin;^ the bell she began busily to pack 
the breakfasNthings together. 

Before slie had half done, the door opened softly, 
and a rather dirty face was thrust in. It was the face 

V 

of an old-looking boy with snub-nose, large month, 
and a rough, shock head bristling over his prominent 
forehead, and all redeemed by as bright and roguish- 
looking a pair of eyes as ever shone out from benea+h 
a low typo of hoad. 

The door \vas only opened wide enough at fiist to 
admit the head, but as soon as its owner had given ^i 
glance round, the door opened farther, and the rest 
of a rather small person appeared, dressed in a well- 
\^<tln page's button suit, partly hidden by a dirty 
green-baize bibbed apron. 

The boy's sleeves were tucked up, and he was 
carrpng a pair of old-fasliioned Wellington boots by 
the tops, and these boots he held up on high. 

"Didn'tknow, Miss, whether the doctor had gone. 

J 

Been a-cleaning his boots. Look, Miss, there's a 
ehiiiG !'* 

'' Yes, yes, Bob, they look very nice. Take them 
up-stait's, and then come and clear away." 

'* All right, Miss. I made a whole bottle o' blacking 
outer half a cake as a chap I knows give me. 



i» 



"Yes, yes, Bob." 



^Sttofiing blAoku)g il id, too. He'd in tkd ]^r!{^de^ 

«ld I minded his box for him, and took ^i£p6tic#^ldle 
lie went aud had a game of marbles. ThaVd: Wliy be 
I^TO mo the cake." 



St 



Now, Bob, my good lad, I don't want to kaow a*^- 



thing about that. Take those boots up-stairs." 
"All right, Miss; but do look how they shines. I 



polished tops and all Look, Miss. 
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"Yes, yes, yes; they are beautifully clean." 

"I alius thinks about legs, Miss, when I elea&s 
Iwots; and when I thinks about legs, I think aboQi 
ttle doctor making such a good job o* mine arfe&t I 
was run over. It's stronger than the other; I am 
glad as it was broke." 

"Glad?" 

" Yes, Miss. Why, if I hadn't been run over, tsy 
I^ wouldn't have been broke, and then the doctor 
wouldn't have mended it, and I shouldn't be here. 
What's she gouQ nway for?" said the boy to him- 
self, as he stared after Eichmond. "She's been a-cry- 
i5g; one of het eyes wad wet "What coward gals are 

4o cry 1" 

The boy went to the door and listened, but all was 
perfectly still; so he set down the boots, rolled his 
apron into what he called a cow's tail, the prd(^!^ 
•onsisting in twisting it up very tightly and tucking 
it round his waist. 

This done he listened again, and finding all still, h« 

llirust his arms into the doctor's boots and indulged 



ia a hearty laugh of a silently weird description be- 
fcre going down on all fours, and walking as slowly 
«ad solemnly round the table aS a torn cat, wh^see 
movements he acenrately copied, rubbing himfeelf tq> 
•gainst the legs of the table, and purring loudly. 
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Tliis ov6i% Le rose to his feet and listened, but all 
l>eiiig still; he went down upon all fours again and 
trotted roaud the table, leaped ou to a chair, leaped 
down a^in, and ran out of the room and along the 
dark passage towards the head of the kitchen stairs, 
looking in the gloom wonderfully like some largo ape. 

Active as he was, a descent of the darkstone stairs 
OH all foarfi was beyond him; so he rose up, and 
i-e^w^iing over, glided silently down the balustrade, 
to the great detriment of his buttons. But, arrived 
upon the mat at the bottom, he once more resumed 
Jus quadrupedal attitude, thrust his hands well into 
the Wellington boots, and trotted with a soft patter 
into ,1 dark back kitchen, out of which camo a dron- 
ing no)be altered l^y some one at work, and appar- 
ently Tinder the impression that it was a song. 

"t'iie boy, more animal-like than ever, disappeared 

in tiie gloom, with the boots making alow pat-put, 
j[Kit-j>at^ and then ihere was a loud shriek, and Bob 

uiided out, skimmed up the stairs, after evidently 
h.h\ ing alarmed some one, and disappeared with the 
bo^t^, which he sedately carried up to the bedroom. 
Th^n descended, to listen at the head of the stairs to 
ik tomplaining voice relating to Richmond Chartley 
an iiceount of how an " ormuz '* great dog had come 
down tlie area, run into the back kitchen, and frighted 
some one almost out of her wits! 

Bob's face expressed happiness approaching the 
sublime, and he hurriedly cleared the breakfast- 
things, and took them down in time to be sent down 
by a not over clean-looking maid-of-all-work to 

shut that there gate. 

The boy was in the act of performing this duty when 
a neatly-dressed girlish-looking body approached. 
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csyrrying a luvge folio iiuder one arm — a folio so hn >ad 
tlmt tiiG Boatly-monded and well-fitting little glov^ 
■which covered a very sraall hand could hardly roaoJa 
to the bottom. 

" Is 3'oar mistress iu ?" 

" Yes, Miss," said Bob, Avhosc face seemed to rcil >ct 
the sweet, sunny smile which greeted him. ** Til 
slip round and let you in." 



" Oh 1" 

This Y^as the utterance of the new avrlvHl, as ;>lia 
saw the boy apparently htirl himself over the n'm 
balustrade of the aroa-stops, and plunge into iha 
dustholo region beyond. But Bob Jiad long practiced 
the keepingofliis equilibrium as ihc polished siat>^o£ 
the iron rail proved, and, in-^ioad of ua->lung out ^d^ 
brains on the stones, ho rt-.u-hed the boiif>ia -v^'iU' a 
bound, and diving into the house, reappeared in a ih. <v^ 
velously short space of time at the front door. 

" She's in the dining-room, Mis%*' said Bob, making 
a rush afc the folio, and fcastiiig his eyes the whiL oa 
the natty fur-triramod jacket and little furry ],;*t, 
whose hue harmonized admirably A\ith the wavy tbsrfc 
brown hair, neatly braided up beneath; for the vi;?', ot 
was remarkably well dressed, and her fresh yoking 
face set off cvervtliinir ^o well that no one thou*rht 
of noticing that the dres^s liad been turned, and trat 
the jacket's rough exterior had certainly last winL^ir 
been upon the other side. 

Bob hurriedly closed the door, and ran into iae 
chilly dining-room Avith the folio, which he bau,^-*d 
down on the table "with 

"Here's Miss Heath, Miss;" and then daa'ted ^ ji 
of the room, leaving the two girls face to face. 
" "They don't like me to see 'em cuddling," he ^^AA 
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with a grin; and, urged by the enormous amount (HE 

ritalitj that was iji ^m, Bob bounded to the kitckem 
siairs to slide down, and directly after a gritty rub- 
bing noise, made metrical to accompany the sliriil 
whistling of a tune, arose, the result of the fact that 
Bob Hartnup, the doctor's boy, who clung to the 
house with the fidelity of a eat, was cleaning the knives* 

Bob's facts were correct, if unrefined in espressioa, 
for the two girls flew to each other's arms, and as they 
kissed affociiionately, each displayed tears in her eyea, 
while without relinquishing hands, they sat down to- 
gether near the window. 

'* No news, Janet ?" whispered Richmond, 

Hor yisitor shook her head slowly, gazing wist- 
fully the while into her companion's eyes. 

" We must wait Rich dear. Africa is a horribly 
great place, and some day we shall hear that he is 
coming back.'* 

Richmond Chartley made no reply, but sat gazing 
straight out through the uncleaned window, as if her 
large clear eyes were looking straight away over tha 
otjeau in search of the man she loved. 

"Don't, don*t, darling; don't look like that," whis- 
pered the younger gii'l. "Don't think all that again. 
It's cruel, it's wickedof them to have said such thhigs. 
H:; was too young, and strong, and brave to die. 

''Please God, yes!" said Richmond simply, but 
■with a deep heart-stirring pathos in the tones of hor 

rieh voice. 

*'Aud one of these days hell come, dear, like the 
good prince in the fairy tale, all rich and handsome, 
as my darling brother always was, and marry my own 
dear Rich, and make her happy again." 

" Please God, yes !* said Richmond once more; and 
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tikis {Ime tliere \^as reilgnation, and despair so plainly 

marked tiaat Ler companion flung her arms aKont her 
neck and b6gto to sob. 

" Kicli, dear Eich, don't, pray don*t, 6v you'll drive 
me Iialf mad. I've all my lessons to give to-'d^y^ftnd 
my hand will tremble, and I shall be so unnerved 
that I can do nothing.*' 

"Janet dear, I try so hard not to despair, bnt the 
■weary months roll by, and it is t\^o years noit since 
you have had a line, 

'*Ye9,bti[t whatof that? Perhaps he is where there 
are no post-offices, or perhaps he is not getting on; 
and, poor boy, he is too proud to write till he is doing 
better. Why, he has only been away four years." 

'*Four years!" said Eichmond sadly; *' is it only 

four years?" 

" That's all, dear, though it has seemed like eight, 

and we will not despair, even though it is so hard to 
bear. Why, Eich, I feel sometimes when I kneel 
down at night that if he were dead I should know 
i{; he would not let us g6 on suflfering if it were so. 
" Janet dear, I feel sometimes as if it was wrong 

to have loved him." 

"What, dear Mark?" 

"Tes." 

"Wrong? For shame ! How coxild any girl who 
knew my darling oldMark as you did help loving him ?" 

"But it made him dissatisfied. I was the eaitse of 
his going away. 

" That foolish thought again ! Ton were not, dear. 
It would have been thfe same if he had loved any giri. 
He said that he would not ask any TS^oman to be Iila 
wife while he was tied down heife Without any pros- 
pectsj and he went oS to zdake his fortune, as 
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many another brave young Englishman has gone 
bf^fore." 

** But I made him discontented, dear." 

*' You made him behave nobl}'. Why, what other 
jxan would have said as he did, ' I hold you to no 
engagement. I ask nothing of you: I only tell you 
ti-at I love von witli all mv heart ' ?" 

'"And somo dav i will return,' " said Richmond, 
i^ a low dt^ep A^oieo. 

"Yes, and some da^- he will return, dear: I do be- 
r« ve it, I w!lf believe it, and — Oh, Eich, Rich, 
P.-<'h, why, why are \\e such unhappy girls?" 

It was the eldor's turn now to tiv and comfort the 

Ay 

jv. anger, A\ ho had bur^t into a passionate fit of weep- 
ii.g, so full of aj}qni-.li (brtf, at last, Eiehmond raised 
L<a^ frioiid'^ i'<u*f, kis^ol it, nnA holding the bonny 
Ltile head botwoeu Iku' hands, slie said, with almost 
2i otherlv tenderness. 



^ 



■' Jauot, Hondou ha-5 been si)ealving to you again?'* 

There ^vas no icpl_\. 

' T knew it,"' vaid liicliniond half angrily, "It was 
i* -niglitless and erne] of him !" 

'' No, no, di.u't blame him, dear. No one could be 
x?^Mrp noble and moi'O good. You know how hard he 

"Yes,"' saiil liiehm(nKl, with a sigh. 

*"And if he is impatient with his home and your 
f^.^her why, voa must recollect that he is a man, and 
i^i^w are not mpant to be patient and suffering like 

'He is too thoughtless^ Janet, and — I don't like 
V: say it of mv own brother — too selfish." 
**No, no!" cried Janet, flushing. 
*' ITf s, tlear, yes. Could he have had his way, you 
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two -would have ber.n man and wife, and lie half living 
on the earnings of %cse poor tiny little hands," 

** Idon t think he would liave pressed me to it, Kich; 
fWid after all, it was beca^use he loved me so." 

'* Yes, and vv^ould hare taken advantage of your 
loneliness here in this great cruel city, and dragged 
you dovni to poverty and misery such as I am bearing 
now. Janet, Janet dcai', I feci sometimes as if I can- 
not bear this miserable degradation longer, and that 



all these troubles must be a punishment for my not 
telling my father about Mark." 

''"Why, Rich," said Janet, turning comforter once 

more, " what was tlierc to tell ? You made no engage- 
ment. And look hero, if so much trouble is to come of 

love, why, \oii and I will take vovrs, and be single all 
our days. Tliero, novv-, you look more like yourself; 
and Tm going to tell you my ncv-.-s." 

**News?" cried Kichmond, sfcartin*^' ea^oilv, and 
then lookizig sadly at her friend. 

"Yes, two more pupils. I'm geidrjg along fam- 
ously now. And it does make m^e so happy and le- 
Bigned. There, I must go, but 



"You have something more to say to me.^" 

" Yes, only — there, I will be firm. Don't be angry 
■with me. Rich dear, for I seem to have no one to care 
for hevB bufc you, and some day you shall pay me 
aj7ain, and I want you to borrow this." 

She slipped a tiny little purse info llichmond's 
hands, and then turned scarlc!:, as she saw her com- 
panion's pallid face. 

"No, no, Janof, I could not: tout little Fcrnped to- 
gether earnings. Pray doii't ;s}->oak to ms like that 
aeain." 

'* I must. I will!" cried ilio :rl rl. vrith nassion^^ 
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earnestuess. " I don'fc want it, dear, and it is only 
loan. Do, do, pray take it." 

"I could not," said Biclimond, thrusting the pursd 

into her friend's hand. 



"For Mark's sake, dear." 

*^For Mark's sake !" faltered Bichmond hoarsely. 

"Yes; how could I look him in the face again, if I 
lifi(^l not behaved to you as he "bade me when we said 
gw(Ml-by on board the ship?" 

'*As he bade you?" 

*' Yes; to be as a sister to you always, and to look 
to you as a sister for help and comfort when I was 
in need. Yes, dear, for Mark's sake." 

For answer, Richmond Chartley took her friend 
oiico more in her arms, and kissed her, but only to 
pre^s the purse back into her hand before going 
i\'ith her to the door, from which they both shrank 
o?i opening it, for a loud voice exclaimed, 

"Thank you! How do? Ah! Miss Chartley, is 
the doctor within ?" 

CHAPTER m. 

THE BOCTOR AT HOStE. 

"Yes, my father is at home, Mr, Pojmter," said 
Bichmond, speaking calmly, and drawing back for th« 
visitor to enter. 
Tiiento Janet, in a whisper* 
" Can you stay with me a few minutes ?** 
"I daren't, dear; I am late now, and — Yes, I un- 
derstand, I will." 

It was Richmond's turn to display her firmness, 
»}id mastering a nervous trepidation which she felt^ 
^hft bent down, kissed her friend, and, with a mean- 
ing pressure of the hand, said "good-by," anci 
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osliej-ed the fresh visitor, %vho Tiyas "busily turniug a 
crimson sUk handkerchief round a painfully glo-^-^r 
hat, into the dining-room. 



ti 



j» 



Thankye," he said, sitting dowu, but juiiipin^/ niy 
again, and placing another chair, *'l)eg ptU'dun. VrOnt 
yon sit down? I'm in no hurry if fixe Jocior's on- 
gaged. 

He nervously seized a very thick gold ch.iiiK a id 
dragged a great gold watch from his pocket 1* ) t oanult. 

" Eleven," he said; " thought I'd come and NPe hun 
as I went into the City. Nothing the matif i, nnit h, 
but it's as well to see your medical man." 

"I'll tell my father you are here, Mr. Povntei'." 

"No, don't hurry. I'm very busy ixt my place, bnfc 
plenty of time, how's Hendon." 

"My brother is quite well." 

"Is he, now? That's right. Fine thing, gOv»l 
health, ain't it?" 

" Of course," said Eichmond quietly. 

" Yes, of course; so it is, Miss Ghartley. Hendon 
always seems to be a fine strong fellow. I alwa;? ^ 
Kked him since I met him at a fellow's loonis. JTot 

at home now?" 

** Oh, no; he has gone on to the liospital.'' 
" Ah, yes. Feel sometimes as if I should go to 
the hospital" 



The nsitor appeared to be a florid, strongly-bu'lt- 
man, In the most robust health, save that probabij ^i* 
love of too many of the good things of this life Iih-I 

made its mark upon him. 

" I will tell my father you are here, said Eichm03 d 
again; and this time she escaped from the room, to 
eome su44enly upon Bob outside, striking an attitude 
u^dictire of a determination to crush the crlossr hut 
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left npon tlie table in the hall; aud so sudden w»« 
Bichraond's appearance that the boy stood fast, as if 
struck with catalepsy, for a few seconds before he be-» 
thought himself of a way out of his difficulty, when, 
pretending to catch a fly which did not exist, hs 

turned upon his heel, and beat an ignominous re* 
treat to the lower regions. 

Dr. Chartle^^'s patient was no sooner left alone iLan 
he started up, and began smoothing his short, care- 
fully-parted hair, took off a second glove to display 
half a dozen jewelled rings, and wetting fingers and 
thumbs, he twirled the begummed points of his 
moustache, and fell intoa state of agitataon about the 
cut of his ultra-fashionablj made clothes. 

He looked round in vain, lor there was no look* 
ing-glass ; still, he had some satisfaction, for he was 
able to see that his tightlj^-fittiiig patent-leather 
boots were spotless, and that the drab gaiters with 
pearl buttons were exactly in their places; though 
the largely-checked trousers he wore did give him 
trouble as to the exact direction the outer seams 
should take, whilst his sealskin vest would look 
spotty in certain lights. 

He was in the act of re-smoothing his hair whea 
Richmond returned, and, hard City man a^ he was, 
he could not avoid an increase of depth in his color 
as he saw that the handsome woman before him wm 
watching him intently. 

" My father will come to you directly, Mr, Poynter,'* 
she said quietly. 



"Oh, all right; but don't let me drive you away. 
Miss Chartley. I don't see much society, and chat'* 

pleasant sometimes, ain't it?" 



»J 
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**0f course,'' said Eichmond quietly; "but I 

thouglit my brother said yoii ^vere fond of society." 
*'Fond of ii ? yes, of course," said Poynter hastily; 
ftad he smoothed his double fringe over his forehead 
again, where the hairdresser had cut it into a pattern 
whichhehad assured him "was in the height of fash- 
ion, but only with the result of making him look like 
* butcher turned betting-man. " Yes, fond of it," he 

said again, " and of course I can get plenty with fol- 
lows, but — er — ^ladies' society is what I like. 

James Poynter directed at Richmond a smiling leer, 
one which had proved very successful at more than 
one metropolitan bar, v/here he had paved the way for 
its success with gif Ls of flowers and a cheap ring or 
iwo; but it was utterly lost here, for its intended re- 
cipient was looking another wny, and as it faded 
from its inventor's face there was a blank, inane ex- 
pression left, bordering upon the grotesque. 

"You should go more into ladies' society, then, 
Mr. Poynter, as soon as your health permits," said 
lli<jhmond, with pi*ovoking coolness. 

"Oh, Pm not ill," he said hastily ; and his forehead 
grew damp as he floundered about, looking fishy 
now about the eyes and mouth, which opened and 
shut at intervals, as if to give passage to words which 
never came. "Felt I was — er — little out of sorts, 
you know, and thought I'd see the doctor. Let's 
see, I said so befoie, didn't I?" 

" Yes, I tliink you did, Mr. Poynter. Here is my 
father." 

There was a slight cough Just then, the door 
opened, and the doctor entered, his bland, aristocratic 
presence contrasting broadly with that of his patient. 

" Ah, Poynter," he said, " good-morning. Don't 
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g^ my d&&i Mr. Poynter -will come into my consult* 
i^^room» I daresay. 

" Tes, of course," cried the patient^ ghaking ba&ds» 
and forgetting to leave oflf. *' I shall — shall you? — 
good-moming, Miss Chartley. 



» 



He released the doctor's hand, to turn and shake 
Bichmond's which he pressed desperately, and then 
followed the bland, calm^ stately doctor out of the 
room, when he caught up his hat savagely and ground 
Ms teeth iu the dark passage. 

" I feel just like a fool when I'm with her!" he 
said to himsell " I never feel so anywhere else. And 
I ain't a fool. I should just like to see the man who 
would say I was." 

The doctor led the way through the glazed door 
into the dim surgery, with its rows of bottles, and 
stoppered glass jars containing unpleasant looting 
specimens preserved in spirits, all carefully labelled 
«ad inscribed in the doctor*8 own neat hand,bnt growo 
yellow with time; and as he closed the door ait^rhis 
patient, the latter's nostrils distended slightly, and 
an air of disgust chased the inane look as be 
Ireathed the unpleasant me dicinal druggy air. 

'* I was Just busy over my discovery," continued 
the doctor blandly, " and I thought as a friend you 
would not mind coming here — ^it is the consulting- 
jroom, my dear Poynter; and I could go on, and wo 
could chat over your ailment the while. " 

*' Oh, it's 3II the same to me," said Poynter; and, 
once out of Richmond's presence, he seemed another 
being. Instead of canying his glossy hat in hia 
hand, lie had resumed it, and wore it with a vulgar 
cock; lie walked r/ith the swagger of the low-class 
City man; and his face shone as he whisked out a 
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tecond criinsoa silk liandkercliief redolent of per- 
fume, and blew his nose with a loud blast, which 
sounded defiant. 

"Here we are," said the Jocfcor, smiling afc his 
patient, as if after a longsearcli he had found tho ill 
which troubled him, and pulled it up b}' the roots. 



"Take that chair, my dear Poynter," he continued, 
pointing to one by the fire, where a bright copper 
kettle was on the hob, and closing the door, while 
ItaB patient took off his hat, glanced round the room, 
and blew the dust off the top of a side table before 
depositing thereon his new head-covering. 

There was a litter on the table, a chemist's set of 
weights and scales, divers papers, a spatula, pestle 
and mortar of glass, toy-like in size, and a book with 
memoranda, and pen and inL 

*' Very busy, yon see, Poynter; I've nearly com- 
pleted my task, and in a few months, perhaps weeks, 
the medical world will be startled by my discovery.** 

" What are you going to do with it when you've 
done ?" 
"Do with it r 
" Tes. Now, i£ I was you, I should say to a friend, 

*Lend me a thou.,' and then take a little shop, put it 
up in bottles, with threehalfpenny stamps, and ad- 
vertise it well as the new patent medicine/' 

"My dear Mr. Poynter 1" 

"Hold hard, doctor, I haven't done," he cried, 

speaking in -a hard, browbeating manner, as if he 

were. giving orders. "Give it a spanking name, 

'Heal-^all,' or 'Cure all;' won't do to say Kill-all, 

eh ? Haw, haw, haw J" 

He burst into a coarse, loud laugh, and the doctor 
sank back in his chair, with his brows twitching 
slightly. 
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" Hold hard, I have it. Nothing like a good uauue 
for the fools "who swallow everything. Get soiuc- 
thing out of one of your Greek and Latin physic- 
books — one of iliose words like hippocaustus or <ii- 
legorus, or something they can'i. understand." 

I do not quite see the force of your argument, yny 
dear Mr. Poynter," said the doctor blandly. 

Not see? Why, man, it would be patent medi- 
cine then, and no one could take it from you* Look 
at Hannodyne — good stuff, too, when you've got if 
headache in the morning — Government stamp, t<? 
imitate which is forgery !" 

"But still, I—" 

"Don't see? Nonsense 1 Make a fortuD>D. Toa 
-want it. Patients pretty scarce, eh?" 

He laughed again offensively, and the doctot 
winced, but kept up his bland smooth smile. 

" And suppose I took your advice, my dear Foynter, 
"where is the friend to lend me a thousand pounds ?'" 

"Ah! where's the friend!" said Poynter, with a 
meaning look. "P'r'aps I know the friend, if thing?? 
went as he wanted." 

Tbe doctor's face changed slightly, but his visitor 
■was too obtuse to see it. 

Aad would you suggest that I should— er— preside 
in the little shop and sell the allegorus?" 

Ah, that ain't a bad name, is it?" said Poynter, 
giving his head a shake in the stiff collar in which it 
rested as an egg does in a cup. "No, not you; not 
business-like enough. Make Hendon do that 

Ah," said the doctor slowly, as he took up the 
bottle, removed the stopper, and smelled the con* 

tents before moistening one ffnger and tasting it 
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'* You'll end by poisoning yourself with that stuff, 
doctor/' saidPojnter, chuckling. 

"No," Le said blandly, "no, my dear James Poynter, 
no; it is a life-giver, not a destroyer. Now, if you 
were to take, say, twenty drops in water 

"With sugar?" said Poynter, grinning. 

*' Yes, with sugar, if you liked. There*s no ob- 
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jection to flavoring the vehicle — water. 

"Vehicle — water? Why, I never hoard of water 
"being called a vehicle ! Thought vehicle meant a 

carriage or trap. 

"In this case the water would be the vehicle, 
Poynter, and, as I was sa3'ing, if ^^ou were to take 
twenty drops of this extract, or rather, compound, 
you would foel as if a new lease of life v/ere begin- 
ning — that everything looked brighter ; that nerve 
and muscle were being strung up ; your power of 
thought greater, and — try a little, my dear sir." 

"No, thankye, doctor ; but if you've got a drop 
of brandy in the place and a bottla of soda, you 
may make it more than twenty drops of that." 

"I have some brandy,*' said the doctor, rising, 
" but no soda-water. I can mis you a liiile 
soda and tartaric acid, though, in a glass of water, 
and it will Iiave all the effect." 

James Poynter showed his great white teeth in a 
broad grin, threw himself back in the patients' 
chair, and unhooking his watch-chain, began to 
swing round the big seal, pencil-case, and sovereign- 
purse which hung at the end. 

*'No, thankye, doctor," he said. "Let's have the 
brandy-and- water, and sugar purissima, as yon folks 

call it now, and you can mis me up a tonic and send 
it on." 
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"Certainly, my dear Poynter, certainly/' said ihf 
doctor, going to a closet, and taking out a spirit de* 
canter, tumbler, and sugai- which he placed upon 

the stained green-baize table-cover, smilingly look- 
ing on afterwards with a little bright copper kettle 
in his hand as his Yi;5itor poured out liberally into 
his glass. 

''All right, eh, doctor?" said the ,young n^an, 
looking up in the bland, smooth face, •mi\x a good 
many wrinkles about his right eye. 

"I — er — do not understaud you." 

" Brandy all right ? No pilly-oosKy or auythiug 

of that sort in it? Fill right up." 

"No," said the doctor, smiling. *'J.Vn the best 
brandy, and 111 take a little with yry/' 

He filled up his guest's glass, aud ihea smiliugiy 

took a second tumbler from the cupboard, and mixed 

himself a draught. 

" Yes, not bad brandy, doctor, but wants ago," said 

Poynter, rinsing his mouth with the hot spirit and 

water, as if he had been cleaning his teeth. '*Now, 

I have a few dozen of a fine old cognac in my 

cellar that would give this fifty in a, hundred, and 

lick it hollow." 

Perhaps to be expressive, Mr. James Poynter 
shuffled his shoulders against the cushion of the 
chair and licked his lips, ending with a fish-like 
smack* 

" Let me send you a dozen, doctor." 

" No, no, my dear sir. I did not know you were 

in HiQ wine and spirit trade.'* 

** Stuff and- nonsense J" 

" And I cauld not ^ord—" 

" Yah ! Who asked you to ? I meant 9^ a pras- 



nl Wlks&fl spirit ttad^/ind^d ! Hi&g it! TH 

I look like a publiotoT' 

Br. €af a*t&y told an aboMiiabte Ke, f <Jt if ere? 
msk% Irdi^ the crowii of his poiuatuised h«^d, dOTi^ 
•T^ his prominent nubbey forehead, small eyeB, 
prominent cheekbones, unpleasant no^e, and heavy 
janr, to the toes of his boots, looked like a fast, race- 
Atfendiiig licensed victualler, it v?as Jam^s Poynter. 

I^. Chaltl^y Said, in answer to the indignant 
c^oestion*, ** Ko." 

" Humph I" ejaculated the visitor, mollifying him- 
mil with a large draught of brandy-and- water. "I 
x^uld think not, indeed. I shall send you a dozen 

of that brandy." 

No, no, I beg!" said the doctor earnestly; and 
%U white forehead puckered up. 

'* Yes, I shall. May I smoke 

" Cfelrtftinly— certainly." 

A v^ry laTge, well-filled ei^r <ms6 -^as alresLdy in 
the visitor *s hands. 

« Take one," 
. *' No, thanks. I never ^moke." 

^Nevef^ihd, Hendon does. Here, I shall leave 
^jyse six for him." 

"I really would rather you did not, Poynter; 
indeed I would." 

" Get out t What's the good of having these 
if some one else don^^t eniov *em too ? Make 
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things if some one else don^^t enjoy *em too ? 
Hendon a bit more civil to me. He is so jolly — so 
jolly — what do you call it ? — soopercilious with me. 
Because I'm not a doctor, I suppose. There's half 
& doz6n good ones for him when he comes in. NoV, 
&en, doctor, go ahead. "Want to see my tongue ?" 

'* No — no," said the doctor: " thQ look of vour t^va 
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as saffieieutj Mr. Poynter. It is much clearer. Foli 
Sinj more of the chest symptoms ?" 

'' No, not so ranch of them; but I don't sleep as I 
f>h<»uld: feverish and tosbr—Bpend half my iiighta 
launching luy pillow." 

''lluve }ou given up the suppers ?' 

'■ Well, not quite. You see a man can't drop every- 
thing. I know a lot of men, and one's obliged, you 
see, to do as they do. But now look here; doctor. 
you^e been treating me these three months." 

'^Dear mc ! is it so long as that?" 

'■ More. You've poked my chest about, and lis- 
tened to my works, and given me all sorts of stuff to 
take, and told me to eat this and drink that, and 
now I Hupi^osc you think I'm sound, wind and limb ?" 

" Certainly, m^' dear sir, certainly. I told you so 
ut the first, and that no treatment was necessary.'' 

" Tes, yes, all right; but I'd got to be a bit nervon-^, 
doctor, and uo"W, as I say, you think me sound, wind 
and limb?" 

" Quite." 

"Then you'll agree, wont j^ou?" 

"Agree?" said the doctor, looking over the glasses 
he had put on when commencing to be professiouaL 

"Yes. I'm as good a man as there is at Mincing 
Lane over a tea bargain; but a job like this knocks 
the wind out of me, makes me feel a damaged lot 
where the sea-water's got in, or a Maloo mixture. 
Can't do it: but you understand." 

" Eeally, Mr. Poynter, I—" 

"NoAV don't run away, doctor; don't, please. I'm 
a warm man, stnd I'm getting warmer. My house is 
tip-top. I gave two -fifty for the piano, I did, 'pon 
my soulj and fifty apiece for the cut-glass chandies 
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in tlie drawing-room. Tliere ain't a better garden 
ih Sjdenliaiii. You're willing, ain't you?" 
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'*Do you mean- 

''Yes, that's it. Say tlie word. There, I've loved 
her ever since I first saw her. And situated as yf*u 
are, doctor 

" Mr, Poynter. 

"No offence meant — far from it; but of course I 
can't help seeing how things are. Come, j^ou'U give 
your consent, and get hers, and I'll make settlements 

■anything you like. You shall come and have a bit 
o' dinner with us every Sunday, and a glass o" real 
port wine; and if you'd rather have a cab to come 
home, why, there you are. Come, there's my hand. 
Where's yours?" 

"Do I understand — " 

" Stop a moment, doctor. Of course you'll aiieud 
ns, whether we're ill or whether we ain't. Keep us 
in order, like; and as to your fees, why, I ask you 
now, as a man, what is a fee to me ?" 

'•Mr. Poynter I" 

"One moment, doctor. I don't say anything about 
a brougham. If Miss Richmond — I say, doctor, 
what made you call her Richmond and him Hendon ?'* 

" A foolish whim — eccentricity," said the doctor 
coldly. "One child was born on tho North Road, 
the other at the pretty old place onthesontii wrst.'* 

'*! see. Well, as I was saying, if Miss Richim>ud 
likes it to be a brougham, either the real thing, or 
on the job, she has only got to speak, and it's hc^'s.'' 

" Am I to understand, Mr. Poynter, that this is ft 
formal proposal for my daughter's liand ?" 

'* That's it. How you can put it, doctor ! You're 
light; it is, and there's my hand." 
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" Mr. Poynter," said the doctor, drawing liimself 
wp in his chair^ and without taking the exteiided 
hand, " that is a matter upon ^vhich I am not pre- 
pared to speak." 

" Why, 3'Ou'rG her father, ain't you?" 

"Does mj daughter sanction this?" 

*'"\Vell — er — yes — no — hardly, because I've nover 
put it to her plump. But you know \Yhat womeu 
are — sealskins, a carriage, ])it o' jewelry, tnul their 
own way. Why, of course she does ; did you over 
knov/ a woman as didn't want to marry? They 
often say so, but — You know. There, say tho 
word: I'll just go in and see her, and xtllbo a good 
job for all of us, and I shall go awav ^\ith the day 
fixed/' 

'• No, ilr. Poyuter," said tho doctor graveiy; " I 
haye been a jnedical nian for thirty years — a ^:e^Lt 
student, but I mu>t frankl;/ confess that I do 'Hfd- 
know what women aie. As to my daughter,, she is 
of an age to judge for herself, and when she a<*cepts 
a man for her husband 



*'I say, hold hard; there's nothing on, is there ^" 
"You haye told me that you love my chiW." 
"Like all that, doctor. But you know what I 
mean: old lover, priory attachraeat, and that ^ort of 



thing." 



"As far as I know, there has never been nn^ at- 
tachment. Kiehmond is not like most girls." 

" Right doctor. She isn't. That fetched me. T'-ny, 
in her plain shabby things 



The doctor winced. 
" She knocks my si 



ifflillinery 
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**I may say," continued th« doctor, "that my 
daughter has always devoted herself to her brothel 
and me." 

'* Oh, yes, doctor, I've spotted that/' said the 
Tisitor, smoking furiously. 

'* And I hare never seen any sign of an attach- 
ment. I once thought that there was a liking 
between her and young Mark Heath." 

" What, brother to that Miss Janet who comes 
here ?" cried Poynter eagerly. 

" The same; but that was years ago. 

" Aiid he\s abroad, isn't he?" 

'*Hc v>^eni to the Cape~to seek his fortune," said 
the doctor gravely; '^ but he has not been heard of 
now for two j^ears.'' 

" Dead, safe !" said Poynter, drawing a breath full 

of relief. 
'*I'm afraid so." 

*' Afraid ?" 

" It would be sad if the young man had ended his 
eareer like that." 

**0f coui^e. Bat they weren't engaged ?'' 

'* Certainly not, Mr.^oynter." 

** And you've no objection to me, doctor ?" 

'* K-no — I — that is, Mr. Poynter, " I look upon 
this as a matter for my daughter to decide." 

"Of course, doctor. Well, I'll just finish my 
cigar and grog, and then Til go and put it to her, 
plump and plain; and, as I said before, it'll be a fine 
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" I say, you know," continued Ids visitor, with the 
fffiBkleB coming about his eyes, *'it was all a do<%Q 
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"I beg your pardon." 

" There -vvasa't; an/tliing the matter with me ^vhea 
I came." 

'* Nothing whatever," said the doctor, uoddiij^ 
aequiescenee. 

'' What ! you knew that ?" 

" Oi* course I did. I looked upon it as all iniaf{- 



iuarv." 
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Uni you took the fees, doctor ?" gaid the young 
jnxn la'ighing. 

" Y"ou took up my time." 

" Bit I say, doctor, isn't that too bad ?" 

'^N^t at all. My dear sir, the modical profession 
Woul 1 be a poor 0113 if we liad no patients with hn- 
aginaiy ills. We treat them; they think ^\3 do them 
goo l;and they grow bettar. Barely wo earn our fe^'^." 

*'0'i, bat, doctor," said the young man jocularly, 
*' wliy nob honestly tcU them they are all right, in- 
stead of takiner their coin?" 



^•'Baoaus^ if we dil th-^y would not ])elieve us^ and 
wouhl rf,j to some oth^r medi.Ml man." 

'•Then you knew I was all right?" 

'• Oertainly I did." 

*'Aud mil^^ me up that wretched physic to take.** 

" You would not have been satisfied ^\ithout." 

'^A.h, well," said the young man, ^\ltli a cliuckid 
which resulted in hii wiping his eyes with his highly 
scented handkerchief, " I never t-ook a drop " 

"I know that too," said the doctor. 

"Ah, well; we understand one anotlier now, and 
rd better go." 

James Poynter, howeYcr, seemed to be in no hurry 
to go, but sipped his brandy-and-vrater, smoked his 
eigar down to the throwing -away length, aiid thea 
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brought ouh from liis rest-pocket an amber and 
meersclianm mouthpiece, tipped with gold, into 
■^viiicii he fitted the wet end of the cigar, and smoked 
till he could smoke no longer, when he rose, flash- 
iaer-d, and with the dew upon his forehead, 
r ''I hiipposQ I must go and get it done, doctor," he 
^aid; "but it's rather a — well, it makes a man feel 
I say, doctor, what is thei^e iu a pretty woman that 
:nrikes a man feel half afraid of her, like?'' 

'' I told you, Mr. Poynter, a short time back, that 
I did not understand women," said the doctor 
gravely. "I cannot tell. Say Nature's heaven-gift 
for her defence." 

" Humpli r' said Poynter, staring. " I sa}--, doctor 

vi^ iv, you knovf. Gould you give a fellow a mouth- 
Jul of something that would take the taste out of one's 
rjonth? Going to see a lady." 

'■ Try cold water," said the doctor, iu a tone of 
Tolr-e which sounded like throwing that fluid npou 

*ho young man's hopes; but ho had so much faith iu 
himself that the verbal water glanced from hia fine 
feathers, and after rinsing his mouth, he shook hands 
clumsily, intending to leave the doctor's fee within 
his palm, but managed to drop the more valuable of 
the tAvo coins on the edge of the fender, when it flew 
beneath the grate, and had to be fished out with the 
tongues. 

"Dodgy stuff, ^ money, doctor," said Poynter, 
j^etting down the fire-iron, and blowing the coin, 

" Don't take all that trouble, pray." 

'^ Oh, it's no trouble, doctor. I was never above 
picking up a sov. There, don't you come, I know 
my way;" and he left the consulting-room to go into 
ih^ ^v>i\ae and learn his fate- 
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"Bnifcef said the doctor, with a look of dmgnsi, 
&6 he sank into his chair. *' Why is Fate so unfair 
■with her gold ! I tliought as much, but Richmond 
vill say 7?o." 

''Old lunatic!" said James Poynter, -with his fat 
upper lip curling in disgust, as his eyes lit on the 
row of glass jars with their ghastly contents. 
*' Once I get my lady home, I don't mean to see much 
(d him. Here, boy," he said, as he reached the hail, 
and so suddenly that there was nearly a serious 
accident, for Bob was coming down the balustrade 
from the first floor, gliding upon the central part of 
his person with arms and legs extended — taking 
hold having grown common. 

The sharp "Here, boy!" so startled him that 
he OTerbalanced himself, went right over, but 
caught at the upright spindly bars, and so far saved 
himself that he came down upon his feet in a couple 
of somersaults, recovering himself directly, and 
coming forward with a grin upon his bloodless face, 
»8 if the feat had been intended. 

" Ah, you'll break your npck some day. Hete*s a 
fthiliing for you. Take me into Miss Ohartley at 



once." 



Bob bit the coin, and slipped it into his pocket 
before he replied, 
'*Gcne out." 



« Gone out? Will slie bo long?" 
** Dessay she'll bo hou*- -, sir." 
James Poyctcr sLim;>-i with his foot, and mut- 
fered something niipailiaT^icntary. 

"Tell Miss Chavtloy;' ^^r^ said. "No, don't tell 

Ifcer anythin,^. Here, let rnv. out." 
■, Bob ran to the pou l-^roa^ old door, ar? *^*^^^*>4 
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holding it open with his eyes glitteritig as he staietj 
at the visitor, till he had hurried out with his hafe 
let very much on one side, and walked sharply awiiy, 

" Thouf^ht he'd want the bob again/' said -the boy, 
' Just do for the old gal Well, I*m bleysed!" 

This last consequent upon his catching sight of a 
cihabby-looking figure in black, witli a damaged 
-bonnet, and a weirdly dissipated look, rising slowly 
into sight up the area-steps, and then coming out of 
the creaking gate to the boy, who grew more seri^ui^ 
the nearer the figure came. 

It was nol; a pleasant face to look upon, for it was 
not ovsr-clean; the black and gray hair was iii-ar- 
rango.l, and tbo oyes that fchone above the iluslied 
chook-i b.^lioil tlie woman sadly if they did not tell 
the tratii about potations. 

'' Why, Bob, ray darling," she said, with an exag- 
gerated fawning smile, ** and how is my bonny boy?'* 
Horo stow that, mother," cried the lad, strug- 
gliug from au embrace. " Don't ! Can't yer see IVe 
l>eeu bru^jliing my hair?" 

''Yes, and it looks beautiful, ducky. I've beau 
JkaoGking ever so long at the hairy door, and that tine 
madam saw mo, and wouldn't let me in." 

"No; she says I ain't never to let you in no mere." 

**Not let mo in no more to see my own boy?" 

"No; she says you took some fresh butter last 
time you was here, and you sha'n't come." 

."Then you shaVt stay, Bob; I'll take you a^^^ay, 
my darliug. Oh, it's a wicked, cruel world !" 

" Here, I say, mother, stow that. Whatcher want?'* 

" Waat, my darling? Yes, that's it: want — atar< 
ing .^ant; hut you sha'n't stay here." 
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" No, you sha'tft, you ungrateful boy. I won't L^ 
separated from my o^vu child. Bob dear, have yoa 
got any money F* 

'' Eh ?" 



" Anybody gi^ J?^ anything ?" whined the woman 



)> 



" There aiu't be^aaothing pass my lips this blessei 
day." 

'* Oho ! what a wminer !" cried the boy. '' Why, I 
can smell yer. 

** No, no, my dear ; that's Mrs. Billson as you can 
smelL I*ve been talking to her, and she drink:^ 
'orrid. Ain*tcher got a few pence for your poor lone 
mothei*, who's ready to break her heart sometime:^ 
because she's parted from her boy ?" 

*' Will you go away if I give you something?" 

'* Go away ? Oho !" whined the woman, wiping off 
a maudlin tear with the end of her shawl. 

'' Here, I say, don't cry on the front doorsteps. 
Come down in the hairv, where nobodv can't see 
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you 

** Driven away by my own boy ! Oho, oho !" 

" "Tain'i; my fault. Doctor said yoii wasn't to 
como, and if you did he'd send me away.'* 

^' Then come home, Bob, to your poor heartbrokea 
mother. 

*• Walker !" cried the boy. " Why yer ain't got 
uo homo to give a chap." 

"No home?" 

'•Well, 1 don't call that a home, living uji in n 
hattic along o' old Mother Billson." 

" Oh, you ungrateful boy ! Ain't it enough for me 
to have come down so that I'm obliged to see my 

own son in liveries, without him turning against me." 



>l 
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** "Who's a-turning again you ? Don't cry, I tell 
yer," he said, angrily stamping a foot. 

** Then you shall come liome." 

" Sha'u't I ain't going to leave the doctor and 
Miss Rich for nobody, so there " 

''Ugh, you viper 1" 

*'Here, stow that. Who's a viper? See what 
they've done for me when I was runnedover. Why, 
if it hadn't been for Miss Eich a-nussing of me when 
you was alius tipsy, you wouldn't have had no boy 
at all, only a dead 'un berrid out at Finchley along 
o' the old man." 

"Ah, you wicked ungi^ateful little serpent! They've 
been setting you again your poor sniFering mother." 

" Stow that, I say. You'll have the doctor heair 
you if you don't be quiet. 

" I won't be quiet, you wicked, wicked — " 

"Look here ! If you don't hold your row, I won't 
give you the bob and two coppers I've got for you." 

" Have vou got some money for your poor mother, 
then ?" 

" I've got a bob agent give me, and twopence, my 
half of what we got for the bones me and ' Lisbeth 
eold." 

*'Ab f I'm a poor suffering woman, and I do say 
things sometimes as I don't mean," whined the 
wretched creature. " Give me the money, dear, and 
let me go," 

"If I give it to yer, you won't say no more about 
my coming away ?" 

'' No, dear; I only want to see you happy." 
Well, there, then," he said, giving her the coins; 
•* and, I say- 



ii 
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" Yes, my precious," 
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" Yott fti&'i to spend tfone of it in ffsL 



u 



et 



Gin? Oh, no, my dear." 

Cbt some pudding out ofHolbom^ andftsa^^glo^ 



«ad, I saj, mother, get yourself a Bit o' fea. 



n 




" Yes my darling." 

" And don't let Mrs, Billson gammom ycm into 
fending her none of ii" 

" No, my dear. And there, good-*by, BbB; be A 
good-boy. I won't come wherriting of you no 

ore'n I can help." 

The miserable object, from whom out of compiag- 
on Bichmond Chartley had rescued the "boy, 
riinffled along the street to the nearest pubKo-house, 
♦o buy more plus spirit with which to attack her 
miserable minus spirit, with the result that, as a 
aiafchematical problem, one would kill the other a§ 
ffure as Fate. 

Meanwhile Bob stood on the step watching het, 

*' Wonder whether the old gal does like me? 
Somehow she alius goes as soon as she gets all a 
diap's got. Now she*ll go ar^d have a drop. She 
alius does when she says she won't." 

" Bob ! you Bob!" came in a shrfll voice from Qie 
kitchen stairs. 

" Can't you see Fm a coming ?" cried the boy; and 
hurriedly closing the door, he returned to Ins 
work. 

CHAPTEE IV. 



PTJBUO OPINION ON CURBENT EVENTS. 



Thsbe 



tdrnev as Hendon Chartley came by one day. and hd 
would have passed on without seeing it, only that 
his English blood was stirred at the way in which 
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tlie oddn were all ou one side — four boys being ea* 
gaged in pummelling one wbo, in spite of the 
tluasliiutg he was getting, fought on boldly, till, with 
a couple of sharp cufca of his cane, Hendon settied 
two of the combatants, when the other two rail 

*'Thaukye, sir/' 

'* You young dogj is it you ?" cried Hendoi.. 
" Yes, sir; and I should ha' licked all on 'em if yoa 
hadn't come." 

**Why, you ungrateful young rascal, be off back 
and wash your face. Look here: I'll hare you 
ioraed away." 

" No, sir; please, sir, don't, sir. I couldn't help it, 
sin I was obliged to fight, sir; I m'&s indeod, sir. 
Oh 5 don't, sir; you hurts I" 

Hendon listened to no remonstrance, but catching 
the. boy by the collar he thrust; him back till he 
reached the door, which he ojiened with his latch- 
-key, and, bundling the boy in, sent him staggering 
a-Iong the hall as he closed the door, and went on 
onoe more. 

" Yah ! who cares for you ?" cried the boy angrily; 
and then his countenance changed, and he broke 
into, a smile as he found himself face to face with 

Rich, 

" Why, Bob," she exclaimed, "what is the matter?" 

** I couldn't help it, Miss. Mr. Hendon shoved me 
in Uko thai I meant to come in by the area." 

" But why did he -bring you back like that ? Did 
he kjjow where you had been?" 

**0h,5»o, Miisl I i^ver tells anybody where Tm 
going ^itl^.a note for you; not even Mr. Poyuter, 
Mks. Here's the letter; and Miss Heath said I was 
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to give her lore to you, and she hadn't been because 
she was so busy." 

Bob drew a letter from his pocket, and as he did 
so made upon it an ugly mark, 

" Why, Bob, your hand's bleeding !" 

"Is it, Miss? Oh,ah!soiti8 That ain*t nothink.'^ 
You are all over mud, too. Have you met with 
an accident again?" 

The boy's lips parted to say " Tes,'* but as he gazed 
up into the clear searching eyes which looked down 
so kindly into his, he shook his head- 

** No, Miss," he said boldly. 

"Why, Bob, you have not been fighting?" 

" 1 didn't want to fight, Miss; but what's a chap to 

do?" 



(( 



Surely not fight when he is sent on an errand," 



said Eich severely. 



" I didn't want to fight," said the boy again: " but 
I was fighting', and Mr. Hendon ketched me. 

" Tm. afraid, Bob, I shall be obliged to speak to 
my father, and have you sent away." 

" No, no ! don't do that, Miss; please don't. I will 
be so very useful, and I will do everythink 'Lisbeth 
tells ixie. Don't send a feller away." 

*' We cannot keep a boy who behaves so badly," 
continued Bich, who was trying to hide being amused 
and pleased at the boy's affectionate earnestness. 

hen I won't fight no more," said Bob. " But 
you don't know what it is. Miss. You don't know 
Low the fellers tease jer. They're allera at yer. 
Soon as yer goes down the street, some one shouts 
* Bottles !' Jest because I takes out the physic. I 
should jest like to make some on 'em take it I'd 
give 'em a dose." 
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"But, Bobj jou ought to be too sensible to taka 
Sbiij notice about a rude boy calling you names." 

''So I am, Miss," cried the boy, "ever so much. 
I never did nothing till they began on the doctor," 

"Began on the doctor?" 

*' Yes, Miss; saying all sorts o' things about hita. 
I shouldn't like to tell you what." 

"And I should not like to hear, Bob," said Eich 
gravely, as she went up-stairs; while after waiting till 
he heard a door close, Bob went cautiously into the 
surgery, crept to the door of the consulting-room, 
and listened to find out whether the doctor was there, 
and finding him absent, the boy went nimbly to the 
nest of drawers, opened one, and took out a pair of 
scissors before lifting a tin case fi'om a corner — a 
case which looked like the holder of a map. 

Bob removed the lid, drew out a roll of diachylon, 
and after cutting off a strip, ho replaced the lid and 
scissors, and descended to the kitchen, were Elizabeth 
was peeling potatoes ^^^d making the droning noisa 
which she evidently believed to be a soug. 

"Look ye here f ciiedtheboy, triumphantly show- 
ing his bleeding knuckles. 

Elizabeth nttered a faint crv. 

" Why, you've been fighting I " she cried, " Oh, 
you bad wicked boy 1" 

" So are you," cried Bob tauntingly: "you'd fight 
if the chaps served you as they did zne, and said 
what they did about the doctor." 

" What did they say ? " said the girl, giving L^^r 
nose a rub as if to make it more plastic. 

" You bathe them cuts nistely and put some stick- 
ing-plaistex' on, and I'll tell you." 

Elizabeth set down the notato basin, wioed her 
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Jianda, aud after filling a tin bowl full of cold water, 
and fefccliing a towel, she tenderly bathed the boy s 
dirty injured hands. 

" Now tell me what they said about the doctor/' 
Bhe said coaxingly. 



'* Why, they gets saying things to try and get me 
took away. My old woman don't like me stopping.'' 
" She's a dreadiulold creature," said Elizabeth an- 



grily, " and I won't have her here." 

"So's your old woman a dreadful old cieaiure," 

retorted Bob," **and 1 won't have her here." 

"My mother's been dead ten years," said Elii^a- 

beth, battling with an (ibslinate bit of mud, "and 1 

won't have you speak to lae in that impadent Avay." 

'^Then you leave mj poor old woman alone." 

*' You let her stop away instead of always coming 
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down them area-hteps, and you encouraging her. 

" That I don't, so come now;. She's my old M'oman 
and I'm very fond on h(^r; but I wish she wouldn't 
comp. Sho alius comes when I'm busy." 

" And blio onglit to be very glad you are here. 

"But she ain't She says doctors are ba^ 'uns, 
and that they do all sorts o' things as they oughtn't 
to. She was in the orspittle once, and she said 14 
was horrid, and if she hadn't made haste and got well 
they'd have 'sected her. 

Lor!" said Elizabeth, drying the boy's liands 
with a series of gentle pals of the towel. 

" And she savs she knows the doctor does them 
sort o' things on the sly, aud that she shall take nie 
away, and I don't want to go/' 

'^Well, that didn't make you fight, did it?" 

"Yes, it did, now. I was going to tell you, ouV 
you're in such a hurry, I went to take a letter for 
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W^ Biah I3ik i&otahtj^ i^d as I iriaidOflii^ back, 
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1 meets motkef, ftud ^li^ wiks oskbg me if Td g^ 
any—" 

"Money?*' wud Elizabeili |«Pomptly. 

" Well, s'poso she did ? If your mother wam't 

., aud hadn't aaxj money, p'r'aps if she met yon 

in the street she'd ask you for money. Then how 

voilid yott like it if four chaps come and sai^ 'Hallo, 

Botlies, kt>ir fiaaiity dead 'una hare you got in the 

dnst^hole ? 

"Lor! did they say that?" said Elizabeth, squeez- 
iDg the boy's hand in the interest she took. 

I say don't I You hurt Here, cut up some o* 
ttiat daoklum and warm it, and stick it on. Th^n 
one on 'em said he looked through the keyhole one 
day, and saw the doctor sharpening his knife; and 
that set mother bff crying, and sh6 Sets d6Wn on a 
door-step, and goes on till she made me wild; and 
Ih6 more she 6tied and said she'd take me away the 
nore they deuced about, and called me body- 
ffliatcher.** 

" How awful ! " said Elizabeth, holding a stdp of 
diachylon at the end of the scissors to warm at the 
fire. 

" But I got the old woman off at last for twopen-e, 
uid soon as she'd gone I was coming Lome, and 1 
met them four again, and they began at me onoa 
more." 

" Did they, though?" said Elizabeth. 

"Yea, and I pitched int'^ 'em: and s^ vronir! a-y 
one, I say. Why, it's enough to make tlip oM \^ wi , ^ 
fetch me away. Isay, Lis, you don't yrt-nt mh to g \ 
do vou ? " 



** Indeed, but I do, sir." 



fO TH£ BAa OF duuonm; 

** No> you dou't. I ay, Liz, I'm so precious hun' 



gry. Gbt 
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" No. You took out two sUoes of bread and 



ping to eat as you went. 
Bob nodded. 
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Why you never went and give tbem to that old 

•womaa, did you?" 

'* Ah, your mother's been dead ten years," said 
Bob sententiously. " S'pose I did give it to her? It 
was mine, and I wasn't obliged to eat it, was I? 
Thankye, that'Udo." 

Bob patted the plaister down on his knuckles, and 
bad reached the kitchen door, when Elizabeth of the 
smudgy face called him by name, and, with as near 
an approach to a smile as she could display, showed 
biin a piece of pudding on the cupboard shelL 

"And you said you wanted me to go," said Bob, 
teith his mouth full, after a busy pause; "bat I 
know'd you didn't mean it. I say, Liz, is that big 
gent with the rings and chains and shiny hat going 
to marry Miss Bich ? 

"I don't know," said Elizabeth, suddenly grow- 
ing deeply interested. " Why?" 

" Because he's always coming to see the doetor, 
and whenever I let him in he asks me where Miss 
Bich is, and gives me something. 

" Lor 1" 

" Yes, and he looks at her so." 

"Do he, now? And what does Miss Bich say?" 

" Oh, she only talks to him about its being fine or 

yainy, and as if she didn't want to stop in the ~** 
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" Then she is," said Elizabeth triumphantly. 
"Is? Is what?" 
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-,*fGolRtg to marry him. That's the proper way fa? 
a lady to behave. 

" Oh !" said Boh shortly, aud a curious frowu ca-^aa 
over his countenance. "I don't like him, soinehoy?'. 
I wish one didn't want money quite so bad." 

Bob went up-steirs, and the place being empty iia 
shut liimself up in the surgery, to indulge in a inor* 
bid f aste for trying flavor or odor of everything m 



the place, and fortunately so far without fatal or e^an 

dangerous results. 

After a time he had a fit, and prescribed for hicii'* 
self Syrup Aiivantli — so much in cold water, lea^'ag 
himself in imagination in tho chair while he iaix:;d 
the medicine, and going back to the chair to take it;. 
After recovering from his imaginary fit, ho spoiled 
over a number of thoia?xc<:/, dwelling long over :oU 



account of an operation of a novel kind; and ending 
by standing upon a chair and carefully noting the c-' ii- 
tents of tho doctor's glass jars of preparations, ^ hloh 
he turned round and round till he was tired, aid 
camo down, to finish the morning by helping himself 
to about a teaspoonful of chlorate of potass "^'-'l '-^U 
he placedin his trousers-pocket, not froni aiayintoa-- 
tion of taking it to purify his blood, but to dio^ ia 
pinches in the kitchen fire and startle Elizab'^th. 

" Teach her not to say things ^%^'Vi. my old woi^r^a/' 
said Bob. "Just as if she can help being oldT' 

CHxlPTEE V. 



A sister's tbiax 



JLJ« 



" Don'x ask questions. There's the money; Ivka 
it. You don't think I stole it, do vou?'* 

"Stole it Hendon dear? No, of course, \\m 
you talk so?" 



"Theu why dou't ywi take it ?" 

" Eecause, aa your sister, I think I hare a righi i^ 

kuow whence it coiaes." 

" And, as your brother, seeing how we live here, 
in everybody's debt, I don't think you need be so 
joUy particular." 

"However poor we are, Hendon, we need not 1qs<i 
our aelf-reapect." 

** Self-respect! How ia a man to have seif-peepec<^ 
without a penny in his pocket? " 



ft 



You just showed me pounds." 



"Yes, now. 
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" How did you come by it, Hendon " 

** Don't ask," he cried impatiently. " Take it, and 
pay that poor girl some wages on account, and give 
young Bob a tightener. Don't be so squeamish^ 
Bioh." 

" I will not take the money. You deceived ma 
om» before." 

"Well, if I'd told you I won it at pool you wouldn't 
have taken it." 

''No," said Rich 'firmly, " I would sooner h&ve 
lived on dry bread. This money, then, Iq part of 
sosao gambling transaction ? " 

"ItisnV* 



" Then how did you come by it ? 
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" Well, then, if you will have it, Poynter lent it to 
me!" 

" Oh, Hendon, Hendon, has it come to this ? ** 
cried Eichmond piteously. 

" Yes, it has. What is a fellow to do ? Home's 

wretched ; one never has a - shilling. The guvnor's 

mad over his essence, as he calls it, and I believe, if 

he saw us starve, he would smile and siah* 
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** No, no. He is so intent upon ins discoyery,* that 



H^ does not realize our position. 
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His discovery ! Bah 1 Lunacy ! There isn't a 



fallow at Guy's who Troulda't laugh at me if 1 tokl 
him what the guvnor does, Bich, old girl, Tvo: sick 
<rf it ! It was madness for me to go through all this 
training, when I might have been earning money as 
» porter or a clerk. Everjthiag has been awallowei 
up in the fees. Why, if Jem Poynter hadn't come 
forward like a man, and paid the last — " 
« What ? " 



" Well, what are you shouting at ? " 

" Did Mr. Poynter pay your last fees at Guy's? " 

" Of course he did. Do you suppose the money 

was caught at the bottom of a spout after a 

shower ? *' 

** Hendon, dear Hendon ! " 

"There, it's no use to be so squeamish. If thoso 
last hadn't been paid, it would have been like throw- 
ing away all that had been paid before." 

"I did not know of this — I did not know of thisi" 

" Don't, don't dear ! I couldn't help it. I used 
to feel as bad as you do; but this cursed poverty har- 
dens a man. I fought against it; but Poynter was 
always after me, tempting me, standing dinners'when 
r was as hungry as a hound; giving me wine and 
cigars. He has almost forced money on me 16ts of 
times; and at — at other times — when IVe had ^ ftrw 
l^lasses — I haven't refused it It's all J"anet*B' fault." 

" Hendon 1" 

"Well, so it is!" cried the young fellow pnssion- 
l^ly. " If she hadn't throvvn me over as shfe did — " 
"To save you from additional poVerty." 
"No,'it didn't; it made me des|)erate, and reSdy to 
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drink when a chap like Pojnter was jolly, and forcecl 
c'haB}pagnc on me. I -was as i>rond as jou are 
OJi'^e, but mj pride's about all gone!" 

** Hush ! I will not hear yon speak like that Hen- 
dan, mv own darling brother ! For Janet's sake — " 

'* She's nothing to me now. I wa^ thrown over 
ic'- some other fellow." 

'' How dare you, sir! You know it is not true ! 
B^ar Janet ! Working daily like a slave, and offer- 
iL.^- me her hard earnings when we were so pressed." 

"Did she— did she? '" cried Hendon excitedly, and 
w,'h his pale face flushing up, 

" There/' cried Eicbmond half-laughingly, half- 
jB^"* /rufallj, "confess, sir, that a lying spirit was on 
V'.'^ar lii)s. Hav vou believe that of Janet and that you 
dx fiot stiJl love her, if you dare !" 

Ihnidim Ohartley let his head fall into his hands, 
h.rA bent down, with Jiis shoulders heaving with the 
ei nation he couhl not conceal, while his sister bent 
c'.^^r liim and hiid her hand upon his head. 

He started up at her touch, seized and kissed her 

l:^cd, and then, going to the side of the room, he laid 

li,s arm against the panel and his brow upon it, to 

stand talking there. 

' I can't help it, llich dear,'* ho groaned ; '*I feel 

liLe a brute beast sometimes, and as if I can never 
look her in tlie face again. I've drunk ; I've gone 
•wild in a kind of despair; and Poynter seems to have 
been always by me to egg me on, and get me under 
h:s thumb." 

** My own brother !" 

" Don't touch me, dear. I can't stop here. Ill 
^^ ^ Mark Heath did. a^d if Janet '11 wait, perhaps 
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soHie dtty I may come back to her a better man, an* I 
she iuay forgive me." 

There was a pause. 

"I don't believe anything of her but what isgooil 
aud true; God bless her for a little darling — "Why, 
Kieh !" 



He turned sharply, for a low moan had escaped hi^ 
sister, and he found that she had sunk into a chair, 
and was sobbing bitterly, Avithher face in her hands. 

" Eich darling, I did not mean it. What have 1 
said ?" 

"Nothing, nothing, dear; only you— -you must not 
leave me." 

'' But Mark HoatU— Ah ! whafc a fool I am !" ho 
cried, catching his sister in his arms. ** I did not 
think what I was ?ayiug; and, Hich doar, hold up, 1 
don*t believe the dear old boy is dead." 

"Hush, Hendon dear!" said Eichmond, mastering 
her emotion; " I want — I want to talk to you about 
Mr. Poynter." 

" Yes, all right. Sit down, dear, and I won't bt- 
sudi a fool." 

" You must not leave me." 

"I won't. I'll stop and fight it out like a man. 
And as for James Poynter, I wish I hadn't let him 
pay those rates. 

"What?" 

" I didn't like to tell you, but I let out to liim about 
the gas and water and the rest of it, and nest day he 
gave me all the receipts. It was one night after I'd 
dined with him at his club, and I was a bit primed. 
I thought it was very noble of him then, bui v.hon T 
saw it all I did nothing but curse and swear. It wa,s 
jiearly the death of a patient at Guv'$, for I forge- 1 



i> 
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-what I was about Haug it, Biok dear ! don*t Wk 

)So white as thai" 

"I — ^I was wondering why we had not been 



troubled more,*' she stammered; and then, with her 
face flushing, she turned fiercely upon her bi^her. 

**Hendon," she cried, **do you know what this 
means ?" 

There was utter silence, and Hendon Ohartiey 
turned his face away, 

'* I say, do you know what this means? Hendou, 
speak ?" 
"Yes." 
It was slowly and unwillingly said. 

"And you have encouraged this man to make ad' 
vauces to the woman youx best friend— almost your 
brother — loved ?" 



" Oh, Eich ? 



$> 



** Speak. 



)> 



" No, no ! I never encouraged him. I fought ggainst 
it, and it has made me half mad when the g^eat vul- 
gar boor has sat talking about you, and drinking 
your health and praising you, Eich, I tell you I've 
felt sometimes as if I could smash the champagne 
bottle over his thick skull for even daring to think 
about you." 

"And yet you have let him do all this!" cried 
Eichmond, with her eyes flaslung. "Hendon 
brother, for the sake of this man's money and the 
comforts it would bring, do you wish to see me his 

wife?" 

" D — n it, no! I'd sooner see you dead I" eried the 
young man passionately. " Say the word, c^ girl, 

and 111 fight for jou as a brother should I'll half-* 
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«tarTe 



ikiuned 



"And some day Janet shall put her arms round 
y<jur neck, and tell you that you are the bost and 



boy 



f? 



''All ! some dav/' said Hendon sadly* 
"' Yes, some day," cried Bich, clasping him in Lcr 
nrrns, "Hendon dear, you've made mostiong ^vhcre 
I felt very, very weak, and now we can join hands 



)> 



and fight the enemy to the very last.' 

'^ When old Mark shall come back, 

**Hnshr 

"No, I'll not hush ! When dear old Mark shr.ll 
ct'iae back, and all these troubles bo like a dri^xm/' 

Richmond looked up -^ith a sad smilo in Lf-r 
bjutber's face, and kissed him onco a^min. 






\nd Jaiiot — " he ^aid lioatH'^ly, af lor he had ro- 



tnuied her cai*esd. 

'Is actinir as a true woman should Tak^ Jior as 



r> 



a pattern, dear, and fihov/ Horne seiiVitniaL*' 

"Why not take vou, Rich?'' ho ^-aid !dii(llv rs lie 
iiazed in the sweet carevt^orn face before him. *' Thc^ro, 
J ^von'fc ask you to have the inoner. I'm off; if T 
Mlop here longer I shall bo acting like a girl Ah for 
P'wnter, if he comes and posters you 

■^^ Mr. Poynter v»'iil not' come," said Bichmond, 
(lr;s.\dng herself up proudly. '*Hehas acted like a 
coward to us both." 

'One moment, Ei eh, said Hendon eagerly : "do 
you think — the governor — ^" 

'* Has taken money from him ? No. " 

« Thank God f " - 

" My father, whatever his -weakness, is a true gen- 
tleman at heari He would feot do this thing." 
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Hendon advanced a step to take his sister ia lus 
arms, but in his eyes then ske wore so nauch the as- 
pect of an indignant queen tha*" he raised her thin 
white hand to his lips instead, and hurried from the 

house. 



CHAPTEE VI. 



THE SUIIGEBY IMP. 



Dk. Chartlvt sat in liis consulting-room, with a 
oliiss jiii", rehn't, receiver, and spirit-lamp before him. 
The Ihiii]) v.ahon the table, and made with its shaded 
liglit and tlial of tlie fire a pleasant g;low, which took 
i)ff some of tlje desolation of tlie bare consulting- 
ruom ou tliat bitter nijjrht. 

He had been bu:3y orer his discovery, and con- 
fessed that it uas not so far advaneetl as he conki 
^^ isli. 

'' There Is a something wanting," he had muttered 
more than <mco; and, ^>earied at last, he was think- 
in,q; more seriously than usual of liis sod, of Bich- 
niond, and of James Poynter, 

'^Ti would place her above the rt^ach of want,*' he 
s;ad dieamih; "'slif» would be happy if anj'thii^ be- 
fell mo. iVs, jiiouey is a power, and we are r^owso 

pt;or, ^o poor, tliat life seems to have become one 
hitter r^truggle, in which I am too weak to engage.'* 

He siglied, and rose, walked into the miserably 
ould surgery, where Bob was diligently polishing the 
fnmt of the nest of drav.^ers containing drugs, and 
)( aving threads (d cotton from the ragged duster 
hanging iipon the broken knobs. 

*' Good boy — good industrious boy," said the doc- 
tor^ patting his head gently, before taking up a littla 



graduated glass, pouring iu a small quantity from a 

bofctle at the top of the shelves, and after iurniog 

it iato a medicine glass, he filled up with water and 

drank it. 

Bob took the glass the doctor Landed to him, 

gmiling- 

'*Good for a weary troubled old mun^ ^^Ji'^ ^^ 
said, " but itvrill kill you. l>on't touch — don't touch 

don't touch." 

He nodded and went back into the cousultiug- 
room, to compose himself upon the couch for his 
eveniug sleep, which he took accorUiiig to custom, 
and from which he awoke refreshed and ready to 
work for hours, late into the night, at his wearisome 
chimerical task, with whicli he grew more infatuated 
the more his reason suggested that his work was 

vain. 

The boy began to whittle very softly as the doc- 
tor disappeared. Then he washed and wiped the 
glass, and put it back in its place ready for use. 
After this he threw himself upon iho settee, took 
hold of his right leg with his left hand, by the ankle, 
dragged it up, and held it across his body rigidly as 
if it were a banjo, and began to strum imaginary 
strings with his right hand, while in a whisper he 
sang a song about a yaller gal somewhere in the 
south, with close-shut eyes and a long wide raouth, 
and so on, through seven rerses, with a chorus to 
each, all of which seemed to afford him the greatest 
gratification, and which he supplemented by leap- 
ing up and going round the surgery, holding out the 
imaginary instrument for contributions* 

These were acknowledged with proper darky 
grimaces and grins, and seemed to be so abundant 
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tkat Bob returned to the settee, and this ti^vm played 
the bcoaes with a cauple of pair saved from a brisket 

of beef, but without making a souiid. 

Another collection and another silent -sola, this 
time on the tambourine, which the boy protende d 
to beat with frantic energy, ending by going on tip- 
toe to peep through the keyholo, and satisfy hiniself 
that tbo doctor was in a deep sleep. 

There was no doubt about that, so the boy's hour 
or two of indulgence^ on which he regularly counted, 
began. 

He dashed at the settee, threw it open, stooi>ed 
down to take something out, but rose again, closed 
the lid, and listened as if afraid of being caught. 

Then shaking his head, lie ran to the door, which 
opened into the lobby and thou into the street, from 
which place he came, helping himself ulong by the 
wall to tlie setteoy upon which he sank, and after 
lying down and laying his leg out carefully, he be- 
gan to play double parts, that of surgeon andpatient- 
For, after feeling the leg and shaking his head, be 
said to himself, "Ah, we'll soon put that righfc, my 



man." 



Jumping up, he ran to a „ drawer, from, which ie 
brought splints and bandf^ges, trotted back to the 
settle, and with ghastly minuteness — the .result o£ 
having been present at an, accident,^ and studious 
readings of Dr^ Chartley's books — he proceeded to 
set a sqriQus compound fracture, assuring himself 
tnat he bore it like a man,' and tliat he need not be 
tinder the least appreheiisippi, fo;r,iu, such a he^lt^y 
sufeJQctf th)^ joint would jfc^t. together before loLjig, 

All this was in company with the bosiaess he ira« 
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eajsTfiog on of applying the splints and bandaging 
tl>e broken leg ; after which, by aid of the doctor's 
-walking-sticks, he limped to the door, as there was 
no one to carry him, thanked himself for his kind- 
ness, and in imagination departed, leaving himself in 
the character of the doctor, whose walk he imitated 
as he drew out a large pill-box, opened it, and took 
a small pinch of magnesia as if it were snuff. 

Another peep at the doctor through the keyhole, 
and a run to the door, to make sure of there being 
no interruption there, and then the boy's face as- 
sumed a very serious expression. He took the cloth 
from the little table in the corner, rolled up the 
hearthrug longwise, and tied it in two places with 
string, and then ti'eating it as a patient, he laid it on 
the settee, and drew over it the table-cover. 

He was not satisiied, though, and getting a square 
of paper, such as would be used to wrap up a bottle 
of medicine, he poked his finger through twice for 
eyes, made a slit for a mouth, and puckered the pa- 
per for a nose. 

This rough mask he tied at the end of the long 
roll, drew the table-cover up to the face, and then 
came to see the patient, carried on an imaginary 
conversation with a colleague, and ended by going 
to a cupboard and getting out a long mahogany 
ca^e. 

Bob's reading for tbe past two years had not 
been tjie wholesome and unwholesome literature 
.provided for our youth, but the contents of the" doc- 
tor's little library, the LaTicet^ and the Medical Times. 
These proceedings were the offspring. 

To carry out the next proceedings, Bob took oft 
his jacket aad rolled up his sleeves; informed hia 
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colleague that it was a bad case — a diseased heart 
and the only hope for the patient's life was to 
take it out completely. 

This Bob proceeded to do with goblin-like delight. 
11^^^ turned the table-cover half down before open- 
ijig the mahogany case, which contained a set of long 
amputating knives; and these he tried one after 
the other, to satisfy himself about the edge before 
e(unmencing the oper.ition, -with great gusto, cut- 
ting the string that bound the heartlirug, making an 
incision, and extracting the heart. Next the place 
Mas sewn up, the cover replaced, the knives put away 
Tilth horrible realism, the patient's pulse felt and a 
little stimulus administered — the boy taking this 
Jiimself — to wit, a little ammonia and water. 

Next the table-cover was drawn oif, the hoarthinig 
lestored to its place ; and, grinning now hugely, Bob 
went to a drawer, and got out the doctor's tooth- 
urawing instruments — for the doctor belonged to the 
old school, and in distant times had not been above 
removing a decayed and aching molar from a pa- 
tient's jaAV, 

The boy flourished the Vnstruments about with 
evident enjoyment, going as far as to take a good 
}iold of one of his teeth, but he refrained from pull- 
ing, and rubbed his half-numbed hands. 

It suddenly seemed to occur to him that he had 
not put on his jacket, and resuming this, and prov- 
ing its many buttons to be a sham, for it fastened in 
a feminine manner by means of a series of hooks and 
eyes, he made a bound to the settee, grinning v/ith 
].]easure as he threw it open, dived down, and 
brought out a glistening white human skull, hand- 



THE BAG OF DIAMONDS. Y3 

ling it with a -weird kind of delight painted in his 
face. 

He took the ghastly object, and fixed it upon a knob, 
one of those upon the back of the old-fashioned chair 
in the middle of the room, draped it round with the 
table-cover; and drew back to admire hishandiwork* 

*' Oh, if our 'Lisbeth would come in now 1" he said, 
with a chuckle, as he rubbed his hands down his 
sides before proceeding to the greatest bit of enjoy- 
naent he had in his lonely life at the doctor's. 

Prom the very first tlie doctor's surgery and con- 

sulting-room had had a strange fascination for him, 
aud whenever he was missing, the rnaid-of-all-"work, 

^ ho rarely showed her face out of the dim kitchen, 
knew that the boy would not be playing truant from 
his work or playing with other lads of his age, but 
would be found reading, dusting, or amusing him- 
f;elf in the surgery, smelling bottles, opening drawers, 
or standing on a chair, gazing at the ghastly prep- 
arations in one or other of the row of glass jars. 

His pranks he managed to keep secret, arranging 
to enjoy them when the doctor was asleep, and ho 
was not likely to be disturbed. 

The present was his favorite feat from its reality. 
There vras something to go at, he always said, and 
for the hundredth time, perhaps, after performing 
the operation, and restoring with the help of a little 
gum, he took up the doctor's tooth-key, fixed it 
carefully round a perfectly sound molar in the fine 
specimen upon whose excellences the doctor had be- 
fore now lectured to students, and steadying the 
i^kuU, the boy pretended to engage in a terrible 
•struggle ; then gave a quick twitch, and brought out 
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the tootb, which he held with a smile as he struck 
an attitude before its silent owner. 

'Ehp- boy had seemed goblin-like before, but as be 
now stood there before the glistening relic of mor- 
tality, over which he had partly thrown the comer 
of tliG table-cloth, the scene was weird and grim in 
tiie exti'eme ; for the one uncovered eye-socket 
st^emed io leer at him in company with a ghastly 
frriji, as if rejoicing at the relief the operation had 
afiorded. 

^'Now yer better, ain't yer?" said Bob. '*Eh? 
AIj, I tliought you Avould be. He was a tight 'un. 
8<)ine 'un coming." 

Quick as thought, the boy snatched the skull from 
th(^ back of the chair, slipped it into the long chest, 
closed the lid, thrasfc the tooth-key back into the 
drawer, and had thrown the cover on the table before 
the door at the end of the house-passage was opened, 
disclosing liim, in spite of all his ejfforts, looking as 
if tlio mischief which lurked in the corners of his 
mouth, and flashed from his eyes, had been rutimng 
to the full extent of its chain. 

CHAPTEE YEL 



AGONY POINT. 

"Is THAT all? What a fuss over a little pain!" 
What many would say to a suffering friend when 
gonad and well themselves. What Kichmond Ohart- 
lej:^ was ready to say to herself as she paced the ro©m, 
with one hand pressed to her face, where the ago- 
jiizing pain seemed to start as a centre, and then ram- 
ify in jerks through every nerve. 

Toothache, faceache, neuralgia, according ^o 



f»J|i^jJmtj:Ja^(l6uiug>lL tbe bs^q^. A p.ain born 
of eare aad amtiety, close cojsfiBe.iaent, ^a^^stinejtiee, 
tke^^amp unfi^ian^^g ioggy air, aad settled in feUe 
fa<3e of aherpine, to tafee, as it wore, all the romance 
o.ut,^qf ,he^ history. 

But the^ it was ?fcli the same, iiercelj siahhiug, 
jerking, as if some virulent little demon were hoik- 
ing ,eaels of the facial aerves in a pair of pincers, and 
waif^ftg till the^^ufferer was a little calzti for a few 
zao^Qnta before giving the Jier\ e a savage jig, 

Ai^ th© tug a pause of sickening agony, and 
then that slow, red-hot suffering again, as if a blunt 
ausur was being made to form a channel beneath the 
teeth, ao that the aching pains, as of hot If ad, mi^-ht 
run round without let or hindrance. 

Neuralgia, with sleepless nights; neuralgia, «iih 
Hendoa Chartley*s progress at the hospital; neuralgia. 
with the trouble about Janet; neuralgia, with Jame^ 
Poynter's coarse vulgar face fuUof el?rcnt6ry always 
befoi:e her, flaunting his possessions, his power, and 
his influence, and staring with parted lips ovf^r the 

words which somehow he had never yet dared to 
utter, but which sooner or later she knew must come. 

Neuralgia, with the constant dread that some day 
her father would indulge too deeply in the opiate 
she knew he took every evening ; neuralgia, with the 
constant carking care of the unpaid tradespeople : 
and, above all, that wearisome aogny, mingled with 
the chilling heartache and those memories of tho 
man from whom she had parted when in his ardent 
desire he had told her that it was for her sake he 
was going to leave England, to come back some day 
a rich man, and ask her to be his wife. 

'^ IXeadk dead, dead !'* moaned Rich, as she paced 
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the room; *'and if I, too, could only be sleeping, for 
it is more than I can bear !" 

But as tlie words left her lips, she threw her head 
back, and pressed her long hair from her face, 

'' What a coward I am !" she cried, " with others 
lookittg to me for help, and shrinking from bearing^ 
a little pain !" 

She liurried to the door, telling herself that there 
T\'as relief in the surgerj^ for all she suffered; but as 
she went along the dark passage to the door she felt 
that there was one only anodyne for the greater pain 
she bore. 

As she slowly appi'oached there was a quick 
scufding noise, a dull rattle as of something falling, 
and tlie loud closing of a heavy lid ; then, as she 
opened the door, she found Bob turning to meet her 
Mith an innocent smile upon his face, while he was 
uttering a low humming noise, as if he were practis- 
ing the art of imitating a musical bee. 

*^What have you been doing, Bob?" said Rich 

hastily. 

''Me, Miss? Doing?" said the boy wonderingly, 
*' I ain't a-beeu doing nothing. 'Taint likely, 'mong 
all these liere dangerous thinks ; " and Bob waved 
liis hand round the surgery, as if indicating the bot- 
tles and specimen jars. 

" Because you have been warned frequently, sir, 
not to meddle.'* 

** Course I have, Miss, and I wouldn't do bo 
harm.'* 

"Is my father asleep?" 

'* Jist like a top, Miss. He took his drops, and 
he's Ivint? on the sofv, sleeDiner beautiful. Ton caa 
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liear him breathe if you come and put your ear to 
the keyhole." 

"No, no," said Rich hastily; but, all the same, sh© 
walked quickly to the consulting-room door, and 
opened it softly, to look in and see across the table, 
with ils chemical apparatus, the light of the shaded 
lamp thrown upon the calm, placid, handsome face, 
as the doctor lay back on the couch, taking his drug- 
bought rest according to his nightly custom. 

Rich sighed ami walked vifrht in, the door closiiig 
behind her as she crossed the room, and stood gaz^j- 
ing down, her hand bent;, ami hands clasped, wlnle 
lor the moment she forgot hor nerve-pains, and llie 
tears started to her eyes. 

" Poor father!" she sighed; *' always so kind and 
gentle in spite of all. How do I know what he may 

suffer beneath the mask he wears?'* 

She thought of the prospeiity they had once en- 
joyed, the many patients who came, and how, in this 
very room, as a child, lie used to play with hor long 
cnrlinghair, v/hile slie, with childlike delight, emp- 
tied the little wooden bowl, ard coxmted how many 
guineas papa had received that morning. 

8he recalled, too, the carriage in v>'hich she had sat 
waiting, while he, the handsome young doctor, had 
made his calls upon rich patients; and then, like a 
cloud, came creeping up the memories of the gradnal 
deeline of his practice, as lie had devoted himself 
more and more to the dream of his life — this discovery 
of a vital fluid wJiich shoiild repair the waste of all 
disease, and witli the indulgence in his chimera came 
the poverty and despair. 

" Poor father !" she sighed again, bending dowa 
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and kissing the broad white forehead; ''there has 
never been anything between us but love." 

She rose slowly, went to a cornet where a faded 
old dressing-gown Imng npou a chair, and this she 
softly iai<l over the sleeping man, ga^zed at the fire, 
which was burning brightly, and then stole away 
witli the agonising paijg, forgotten for the naonaent, 
■ sweeping back, and seeming to drive her mad. 

'■ r see yer a-kissiugof him, Misa/' said Bob, grin- 
ning, im fthe closed the door. 

Hick tuvmnl uptm liiru angrily; bnt the boy was 
luokiu;:; dteaiaily tDwards the doctor, and rubbing 
hiHishoek head of hair. 

■' Doni ho look nistc wlion he's asleep Kketha^ ? 
TIuMv iuui Hiu-]] ;i gooil-looking gent nowhere's 
altout here as our jaae^lcr/' 

Thp}'<} Wii-fi so nmoh geniniie admiration in thp boy's 
toiH's that the angry look gave place to one of half 
itiuuscmenl, half pUy. 

" I've often wondoved \vlietlipr if ever I*d had a 
father. he\l U.V been like tluMloetor, Miss. Ain't ver 
}>rt>nd ou him V" 

''Yes. Bv)b, yes." sh^ cried, laying her hand^ti^xin 
the bovs shoald'.'r, while a strange sensation of de- 



prcf^siou, as (>f impcndhig trouble, earae over her, 
making her forget eveiything, and hardJy notice the 
next itci of th(^ boy. 

It i^ liardlv fair , to Rar that Bob's hands were 
dirty, but they Avere very coai'se in grain, and dis- 
<t>1ored, the nails were worn down, and the fingers 
A\ere blue with chilblains where they -^ercS'iiot red 
with the chaps which roughetted thena ; and those 
were the hands which took hold of BieVs awl hiftid 
it fo^ a few moments ag&itjst the boj*8 eheek} .vhil* 



it 
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he rubbed the said cheek softly against the .^jaooth 
palm, his bright eyes looking tip at her as a spaiuel 
might at its misfaress. lufacfc, there was suai^ihiug 
dog-like and fawning in the ways of the lad, till the 

hand was drawn away. 

So'm I proud ou him, Misf^. He i,s a good \uu 
For it's like 'eviu being here. Why, I've been heve 
two years now, and he never kicked me once." 

"And used you to be kicked before you came here. 
Bob?" said Rich, feeling amused, iu spite of lieiself, 
at the boy's estimate of true happiness, 

** Kicked, Miss? Ha, ha, ha! Why, it was 'most 
all kicks when it warn t pot^. Old woman never 
kicked me; but when >she*d had a drop, and conldji't 
get no more, she was alius cross, and then -sho'd \\i% 
you with what come lirst — pewter pot, poker, any- 
thing, if you didn't get out of the way." 

Rich's brow contracted, and then for tlip nion^teufc 

the pain neutralized that of the mind. 

" But she didn't often hit me/' said Bob, griuniug. 

"I used to get too sharp for her; and nhe didn't 
mean no harm. Want me to do anything, Miss V" 

"No, Bob, no," said Rich, tuming away to tlie 
shelves, where the bottles stood as iu a chemiE^t'^ 
shop. "Poor boy! and the place is to him like 

heaven !" she thought. 

"Want some physic, Miss?" said tho boy excitedly} 
'* which on 'em ? I knows 'most all on 'em now." 

"I want the belladonna," said Rich, with her inc^ 

contracted once more. 

"Why, that's one o' they little bottles up a-fop 
where they're all pisons ! Whatcher want that for T^ 
said Bob ^uspiciousfy. Then, as he read her epun-* 
tenaae^j " Whateher got — toothache ?^ 
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Kich nodded. 

"Here* hold hard! you can*fc reach it, Miss. Let 
me gei on a chair. Oh, I say ! Let me pull it out'* 

The boy's eager sympathy and desire to aflford re- 
lief, grotesque as it was, seemed so genuine, so grate- 
ful to the lonely girl, that she smiled at her poor 
coarse companion's troubled face. 

" No, no, Bob," she said gently. 

"Wish I could have it iusfcoad," he cried. "I J<., 
B'elp me !" 

" It will be better soon, Bob,*' she said, as the boy 
climbed up and obtained the little stoppei'ed bottlo 
from the top shelf., 

" That's good stuff for it, Miss," said the boy, 
'* Bottle's quifce clean. I dusted all on 'em yesterday. 
Here, I know! let me put some on." 

"You, Bob?" said Bich. 

"Yes, Miss; I know. I've seen the doctor do it 
twiced to gals as come and wanted him to pull out 
their teeth, and he wouldn't, I'll show yer." 

Bob ran to a drawer and took out a camol-huir 
pencil, and operated with it dry upon bis own fHc.\ 

"I'll show ycr,"' he criod. "You begins jusi in 
front o' the ear and makes a round spot, and then 
yer goes on right down the cheek and along yer chin, 
just as if you was trying lo paint whiskers. Let m 
do it, Miss." 

Bich hesitated for a nu>ment, and then sat down 
and held her face on oiie side, while the boy care- 
fully painted the place with tlie tiucture, frowning 
the while and balancing himself upon the tij)S of his 

toes. 

"Stop a moment, Miss,"' cried Bob. "Then he 
dropped two drops out o' this here blue bottle oii a- 
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bit o' glass, and finished off with it Just a^ you does 
-with gum when you paint a picture." 

Bich watched the boy anxiously as he took down 
a bottle labelled "Chloroform," but smiled and sub- 
mitted patiently as the painting operation was com- 
pleted. 

"Feel better, Miss?" said the boy. 

" Not jiit. Bob; but I daresay this will do it good 
Now put back those bottles, and don't meddle with 
them, mind." 

'*As if I didn't know, Miss! Why, I*m up to all 
the doctor's dodges now. There ain't a bottle on 
any o* them shelves I ain't smelled; and look at thorn 
things in sperrits," he continued, pointing to the 
various preparations standing upon one shelf, thid 
relies of the doctor's lecturing days. " I knows 'cm 
all by heart. I had to fill 'em with fresh sperrit once.*' 

Rich turned and smiled at the boy as she readied 
the door; and then once more the young student was 
left alone, to go and peep through the keyhole to see 
if the doctor was fast asleep, and this being so, he 
ran to the door by the street, tux*ned suddenly with 
his head on one side, raised his hands with the help- 
less, appealing gesture of the sick, and walked 
feebly to the cushioned chest, upon which ke sank, 
with a low moan. 

It was a clever piece of acting, studied from na- 
ture, and sinking back, he lay for a moment or two 
sufficiently long for the supposed patient to com- 
pose himself, before he assumed another part. 

lieaping up, he went on tip-toe to the consulting- 
room again, peeped to see that all was right, and 
then, drawing himself up exactly as he had seen the 
doctor act scores of times, he slowly approached the 
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settee, his face full of smiliiig iBleresi^ aad- ^Htij^g 
dowa in a chair Inside the im^gifiary patii^n^ he 
went through a magnificent piece of paatomine — so 
good that it was a pity there was no audiex^ce pres- 
ent to admire. For Bob liad taken the doctor''* 
glassGH fi'om the chimney-piece, put them on, and 
bent over the patient 

*^Ptit out your tongiie," he said. "Huip — ha [ 
Yes! a little fotil." 

Then he felt an imaginary pulse, his Lead on one 
side, and an imaginary watch in his hand. 

•' That will do/* he said, returning the imaginary 

i^atch to its airy fob. '^ Now sit up." 

Bol/s ear was applied for a f e w moments to the 
phantom patient's chest. 

*' Breathe hard. That's it. Now more fully. Yqs. 
J^ow a very long breath." 

So real was the proceeding that a spectator wojiid 
have filled up the void in his mindas Bob changed 
lus position, holding his head now at the patient's 
back. 

"Hah!"' he ejaculated, as he z'ose. ** A little con- 
gestion ! Stop a moment. 
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He fetched a s&thoseope from the chimney-piece, 
but instead of using it at onoe, proceeded to lay his 
hand here ixnd there upon his imaginaxy patient's 
bi^ast, and tap the back oyer and over again. 

*' Hah !" he ejaculated once more, as he applied his 
stethoscope uoav aftera most accurate pantomimic un- 
buttoning of vest and opening of a«hirt-f roni^ " Yes, 
a little congestion !" he said again ; and going back 
to the chimney-piece, he set the stethescope on end 
as if it were a little fancy (iaudiestieh^ todc up a 
moroeco case, and unhookingat, extra^«d-ih»i»£rom 
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« Msy tliermorndter^ whose bulb he placed beneath 
his patient's arm-pit, and he was just about to see to 
T?kafc height the sufferer's temperature had riaeu, 
when thei-e were steps again, and the boy had hardly 
time to hide the little tester, when the door opened, 
and, with a wild, dilated look in her eyes, Rich ap- 
peared agion, 

**Oet me a small bottle,*' she said hastily. 
'^AinH it no better, Miss?'* 

''Don't talk to me !" cried Eich ; " the pain is m^- 
dening. Is my father still asleep ?" 



(i 



wake 



** No, no. The bottle—the bottle !" 

The boy hastily took a clean bottle from a drawer, 
and fitted it with a new cork from another, by which 
time, wifch the knowledge of one who had before now 
made up prescriptions for her father, Eich took down 
the chloral hydrate, and a graduated glass, j>ouring 
out a goodly quantity ready to transfer to the bottfe 
the boy handed her, while he still retained thecofk. 

This done, Eich returned the chloral hydrate to 
the shelf, and took down another bottle labelled qum, 
^ph. sd. From this she poured out a certain quan- 
ii^, and by the time the glass had shed its last drop. 
Bob was ready to hand another and larger bottle, 
which he had taken down with eager haste, a^if feai*- 
ing she would be first. 

Eich glanced at it, saw that it was labelled aq, 4est, , 
aad filled up the medicine-bottle, the boy handing 
tfe cork, and then gazing sympathetically in the 
pain*drawn ianCQ before him. 

*'Hftdn*t you better let me take it out, Missf * he 
eddd, but there was no smile in answer— no reply, 
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Bich hurrying away, wliilo the "boy listened to her 
footsteps. 

"Ain't she got it!'* he muttered, and he stood listen- 
ing ^ill, for he heard voices at the end of the pas- 
sage. 

'* ' Lisbeth/' he said, and there was a knock. 

The boy opened the passage door softly, and a 
voice said, 

'*rve cut you some bread and cheese; it's on the 
kitchen table.'* 

- Goin' to bed, ' Lisbethr 

There was a grunt, and the sound of departing 
steps, while the boy stood gazing along the passage. 

** So are you?" he exclaimed, closing the door, 
^' Ain'tshe got a t-emper ! I can't help my old woman 
coming. Tain'fc my fault. I shouldn't turn sulky if 
it was hern. 

Bob did not go down for a moment, but stood 
thinking- Then he ran out softly, and down-stairs 
into the dark kitchen to fetch his supper, which he 
preferred to eat with the fragrant odors of drugs 
about him, and seated upon the chest which con- 
tained the grisly relics of mortality, and against 
whose receptacle the boy's heels softly' drummed. 

The stale bread and hard Dutch cheese rapidly 
lisappeare<:l, the boy looking very stolid during the 
process of deglutition. Then his face lit up, and for 
a space he went througli his pantomine again, seeing 
patients, pocketing their fees, dressing wounds, set- 
ting limbs, and, above all, prescribing a medicine 
which he compounded carefully, and, to give realism 
to the proceedings, himself took, 
Xb was not an objectionable mediciae, being com- 
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pubcd of small portions of tartaric acid and sod», 
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dropped into a wineglass -which contained so much 
water^ into which hadbeen dropped a little sjrup of 
ginger, afterwards flavored with orange or lexftait. 

Tiring of this at lavst, Bob turned to the settee, 
■\\hose lid he had opened, and he had lifted out cer- 
tain anatomical specimens for his farther delecta- 
tioii, when there Avas a sharp ring at the surgerr 
hell, and an unmistakable sound in the consulting- 
room — a combination which made the boy leap up, 
and, quick as lightning, turn out the gas, which 
])rojecied on its bracket just over the settee. 

This done, there was a rapid click or two of feoues 
being replaced, the sound of the closing lid in the 
darkness, and by the time the consulting-room door 
"v\ as thrown open, and a warm glow of light shone 
across the surgery, Bob had effected his retreat. 

** Lights out?" said the doctor going back from 
the door, to leturn directly with a burning spill, 
^^hexi the gas once more illumined the gloomy sur- 
gery, and to this the doctor added the ruddy glow of 
the street lamp, as he opened the door of the little 
fog-filled lobby, which intervened betwecu him and 
the street. 

CHAPTER VIIL 

THE doctor's guest. 

As Dr. Chartley's hand was placed uponth^ latch 
the bell-handle creaked, and the wire was sawn t-o 
and fro, while the moment the door was opened a 
man in a soft slouch hat and pea-jacket, with an 
ulster thrown over his arm, laid his hand upon th© 
doctor's breast, thrusting him back, pasrfng in 
quickly, and hastily closing and fastening the door. 
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The doofcorstood backiQore in surprise iba2i.alazn|| 
a^ his visitor seemed to come in 'with a cloud .cl 
yellowish fog» which made him look indistinct and 
strange, an aspect heightened by his thick beardand 
moustache being covered with dew-like drops — the 
condensation of the heavy steaming breath that c^ne 
from his nostrils as he panted hard^ as one pants 
after a long run. 

" May I ask — is any one ill?" exclaimed the doc- 
tor, to whom the sudden call ai; any hour of an ex- 
cited messenger was little matter of surprise. 

** In, quick !*' said the visitor hoarsely; and pres- 
sing the doctor back once more, he stood listenixi^ 
fox a few moments as if for pursuers, and thea^ wild- 
eyed and strange, he followed Dr. Chartley into the 
surgery, closing the door and leaning back against ii 
breathing heavily, his eyes staring wildly round, his 
sun-browned face twisting, while a nervous disposi- 
tion to start and run seemed to pervade him in every 
gesture. 

The fog and smoke which came in with him added 
to the strangeness of his aspect as he stood there ; 
his hair rather long, unkempi;, and wet with fog ; his 
hands gloveless, and high boots spattered with mud 
and soaked with half-molten snow. There was more 
of the brigand in his aspect than of the honest man, 
and yet his drawn, agitated face was well featured 
and not unpleasing, besides which his wandering 
eyes suggested fear suffered, and not a likelihood ol 
uaspiring fear ; unless it should be, as the dodim 
surmised, that he was mad, and the pursmt lieeTi* 
dently feared were that of his keepers. 

It -formed a strange picture — the bland, smoa^ 
ahinmg-pated doctor facing thiawiM.exdted 3xmm, 
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siiandifig witk liis back to the door, his -hands out- 
spread ias if to keep it fast, and his head balftnrned 
as he listened for the sonnd of steps in the stillness 
of the winter night. 

'Will yon be seated?" said the doctor blandly, 
*' Can I be of any service ?" 

*' Hush ! Can you hear anything? There ! that !'* 
cried the new-comer, in an excited whisper, 
** They're coming T* 

- "Yes; mad," said the doctor to himself. Then 
aloud, " The sound you hear is the dripping of the 
melting snow on the pavement." 

''Hah! Are you sure?" 

"Oh, yes. Quite sure. Sit down, my dear sir. 
No, not here; come to my consulting-room. There is 
a fire." 



The coolness of a doctor in dealing with ordinary 
delirium or insanity is in its way as heroic as the man- 
ner in which a soldier will face fire. To most men 
the advent of the strange visitor would hare sug- 
gested calling in help or taking instant steps for 
self-preservations; but armed with weapons such as 
would prostrate his visitor should he prove inimical, 
the doctor calmly led the way into his consulting- 
room, poked the fire, turned up the lamp a little, and 
pointed to a chair, watching his visitor keenly the 
while to satisfy himself whether his behavior was 
the result of fever, drink, or an unbalanced brain. 

The man glared at the doctor for a moment, 
stepped quickly to the room-door, opened itj list- 
ened, drew back again, closed it, and slipped the bolt 
<9n the inside. 

Science-Farmed as he was, however, the doctor dis- 
played no sign cl trepidation, but sat down, waiting 
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till iiis visitor came quickly back, threw his ulster 

over the back of the chair set for him, sank into it 

with a groan, dropped his face into his hands, and 

biirst into a hysterical fit of sobbing. 

" Hah !" said the doctor, rising, and laying his 

hand upon the young man's shoulder. "You seem 
o-(^rwrought, and — '* 

The stranger started back at the touch, and was 
about to spring up, a cry of fear escaping his lips; 
and his slouched hat fell off, showing his wet brow, 
with the tangled hair clinging to it inamatted mass. 

"I thought—'' he gasped. "Ah, doctor, it is 

"Yes, sir; sit down and let's see. You seem quite 
exhausted." 

"Don't you know me, doctor?" 

"Know you? Good heavens !" cried the doctor 
m astonishment. " Mark Heath ?" 

'* Mark Heath," said the visitor, sinking back with 
a groan. 

" "We thought you must be dead,'* said the doctor. 

" You thought I must be dead," said the young 
man, passing his hand over his brow, and speaking 

in a sti^nge and labored way. "Yes, and I thought 
1 must be dead — a dozen times over. I'm half dead ' 
now. What's that ?" 

He almost yelled the last words as he started to 
his feet again, his eyes wild, his right hand clinched, 
and his left thrust into the breast, as if in search of 
a weapon. 

**I heard nothing," said the doctor. "Sit down. 
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" Some one in the street trying to get in." 
" No, no, no. Sit down, my dear boy. Come, 
come: what's the matter?" 
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** Are yon sure you cannot bear any one ?" 

" Quite, and even if I could, no one could get in 
without I opened the door." 

Hahr* ejaculated the young man, sinking down; 

brandy ! for God's sake, br.'indj !" 

The doctor looked at him, hesitated, and ended by 
laying his hand upon his visitor's pulse, as he sat 
gazing strangely at the door. 

If the doctor s soft touch had been that of white- 
hot iron the effect could not have been greater, for 
■with a smothered shriek the young man sprang horn 
his chair and stood at bay by the door. 

"Why, Mark Heath, my good fellow, this will not 
do," said the doctor 1)]andly. "There, there, come 
jindsit down. I was only feeling your pulse/* 

A faint smile came over the young man's face, and 
ho walked back to his chair. 

"1 thought it was one of those fiends," he said, 
with a shudder. 

The doctor coupled the admission with the men^ 
tion of the brandy, but he was not satisfied as to iAie 
symptoms, though, seeing his visitor's exhaustion, 
he went to his closet and took out a spirit decanter, 
with tumblers, poured a little into one glass, and 
was about to add water to it from the little bright 
kettle singing on the hob, when the young man 
snatched at the glass, and tossed off the brandy at 
a gulp; but even as he was in the act of setting down 
the glass, he started and stared wildly round towia?ds 
the door. 

" Hist !" he whispered. 

" Pooh ! there is nothing, my dear sir," said the 
doctor: "why, any one would think you were being 
hjntedby the police." 
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** Hunted ? T^. " cried the^yoting mim thfi^ting 
tlte'jaflask Irom hiai, tedieaniDg serosa and 'gerfzing 
the doctor's wrist, "hunted — always htinted; bui 
there were no* police, doctor; why were they not near 
to protect me?" 

" Ah, yes/' said the doctor, to humor his patient, 
as with keen interest he watched every change in 

his mien. ** They are generally absent when wanted. 
So you have been hunted, eh ?" 

"Hunted ! Yes ; like some miserable hare by the 
hounds. They are on my scent now. Night and day, 
doctor, night and day, till they have nearly driven 
me mad." 

"Mad? Nonsense! Your brain is as sound as 



mine." 



** Yes, now ; but they will drive me mad. Night 
and day, I tell you — night and day, I have not dared 
to sleep," continued the young man wildly; "no, I 
have not dared to sleep, for fear that I should not 

wake again." 

"Indeed, Heath ! And who hunted you?" 

"Fiends — demons in human form. I have been 
so that I could not sleep for fear of them. They have 
always been on my track — on the road through the 
desert, across the mountains, at the port, on ship- 
beard; they appeared again here in England, atihe 
docks, at the hotel, in the streets ; hunted, I tell you, 
till I have seemed to be hunted to death." 

"Be calm, my dear boy, be calm. Come, you must 
have sleep." 

" Sleep ? Yes, if I could only steep ; but no, I 
could not — I could not — only ^rink, doctor, drink ; 
and it has never made inB drunk, only keep me up 

'aelp me to escape from the* de^rils." 
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** Ai, yon hftTQ drunk a good deal, thea V^ 
" Yos ; brandy — ^brandy. It has been my eslj 
friend and support, doctor. I dared not go to ^ 
li^l^ I, was afraid to trusi a bank ; I liad no frie&d 
io,,wiiQm I ^ould go ; and I swore I would trust? my- 
self till I could get here ^ale in England." 




" Where you are safe now. 

" No, not yet, for they are tracking me. I got t^ 
Liverpool yesterday, and tried to throw them •ff * 
but they followed me to the hotel, and I dared trust 
to o»e there. They might have said I was mad» 
claimed me ; said I was a thief — a dozen things to 
get me into their hands." 

'*Be calm. Heath, be calm." 

"Calm? How can a hunted man be calm wilh 
the j^ws — the wet, hungry jaws — of the hounds en 
hi^h^ela — while he feels that in a moment theyaaAy 
spring upon him and rend him ? Oh, doctor, doc- 



tor, you never were a huafcad man. * 

"No, no," said the doctor blandly; " but we ssst 
master ourselves when we feel that excitemeni i& 
lea^iog us astray." 
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Ay, and I have mastered myself till I can do no 



more^" cried the young man wildly; " I escaped 
Liverpool. " 




a 



Escaped ?'* 



" Yes, and managed to ge t to the train, as I thoag^^ 
unseen; but at the first stopping station I saw Hie 
demons pass my carriage and look in. They imA 
abanged their dress, and disguised themselves, b«4 I 
ktiew them at once, and that my attempts were 
I^ wa^ growing dark when we reached London, and 
when they took the tickets I waited till the Ima 



Y^^t on agaiu^ and then leaped for mj hie* 
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" You leaped from the train ?" 

" Yes. I wonder I did not when it was at fall speed, 

faraway in the country. 

" Huh! ' ejaculated the doctor. 

"I leap ^d from the train; but they were watcking 
me, and they followed down the embankment aad 
into a maze of little streets in North London yonder^ 
where the fog and snow bewildered me; but I kepiovt 
all the evening, fearing to ask help of the pdicot 
dreading to go to an hotel for dinner. The dreadi 
the want of sleep, have made me nearly mad. I did 
not know where to go, and at last, after striigg&i^ 
wildly to escape, I knew that my brain was goiag, 
that before long the dogs would drag me down. Then 
in my despair I thought of you." 

'* And came here ?" 

J- 

"Yes, for sanctuary, doctor. Save me from these 
devils — save me from myself. Doctor, is this to bn 
the end of it all? I am alone — helpless: they maf 
bo listening even now. Doctor, for God's sake sars 
me; I can do no more!" 

Trembling in every limb, wildly excited, and wit! 
las despair written in every lineament of his face, 
Mark Heath dropped from his chair', ard crept upoD 
las knees before the doctor, holding up his clasped 

hands, and evidently so completely exhausted thai 
he might have been mastered by a child. 

" Yes, yes ; of course, of course I will," said the 
doctor kindly. " There, come and lie down here on 
this couch." 

"Lie down?* said the young man, with a sb»- 
plcious look 

" To be sure ; it will rest you. You are quite si^ 

here." 
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«8afo? Amisafer 



& 



Of course," said the doctor, spreading the fallen 



ulster over the young man's shivering form, as he 
slowly lay down. 



" Stop ! where are you going?" 

** Only into the next room — the surgery," said the 
doctor, turning to face his visitor's fierce eyes as he 
started up from the couch. 

" What for? Is it to admit those devils/* 

Mark Heath, in a fit of impotent rage, laado a 
dash to reach the fireplace, but his ieet were ham- 
pered by the ulster, and he would have fallen heavily 
had not the doctor caught ]*3m in ]jis arms- 

"Why, man," he said, *'I was goiug to get you 
somefcliing to take — something to calm you. It is 
impossible for you to go on like this." 

The young man looked at him wildly. 

**I oaa*t help it," he said, calming down. " I have 
been hunted till I am afraid of everybody. Siive 
me, doctor, for you can." 

" Me down, then; there: that's better.'* 

'* Yes. I am so helpless and so weak," the poor 
fellow moaned. " The brandy kepi me up, but it 
makes me wild.'* 

" Then you shall have something that will calm 
you, and not make you wild," said the doctor; and 
ha went out of the room, leaving his visitor lying 
down with his eyes closed. 

But the moment he was alone, Mark Heath started 
up on one arm, listening, and thrust his hand into 
his breast. He was listening for the unlocking of a 
door; but he heard the chink of a glass and the 
faint gurgle of some fluid, and he sank back with a 
gigh of relief. 
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'*Bioli — my darliDg," lie smd softiy ; *^ it is ioryon, 
sweet— for you !" 

" There," said the doctor, reeulering-with a glass; 



"drink that, and you must have some-sleep. We 
uk&U soon get you right" 

"'Heaven bless you, doctor!" cried the young 
^suin, hysterically pressing his hand after draining 
the glass. " I feel in sanctuary here. Ah/' he 
sighed, as he sank back, " to be at rest onca more, 
and safe ! Doctor, you must guard over tne and 
what I have here." 

^*Oh, yes," said the doctor, sitting down after re- 
pieaishing the fire. " Did you have a rough passage 
back?" 

'* I don't know — I kno^v nothing but that those 
fi«ads v;ere after me to get it, and I knew that they 
w©uld kill me if they could only get a chance. A. 
haat^d hare sees nothing but the hounds." 

" No, of course not," said the doctor, speaking 
softly to keep his patient's attention, but watchiflg 
htfii intently the while, to see the effect of his medi* 
ciae, "Let's see, you have been away four years." 

"Yes, four years," said Mark, speaking more 
calmly now. ''Lost every penny, farming, doctor. 
Ho good." 

" I am sarry to hear that." 

**Then I tried — wagon-driving, and made a res- 
pectable living — doing regular carter's work till 1 
had a team and wagon of my own; but I went one 
bati 'time — right across the desert, and found my- 
mK at last — seated on the last bullock of my teluBX 
M * twenty — ^by the wreck of mj wagon — doctor 
dgmg— for want of water." 



*'Ah } that was bad. 



II 
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" Tea, ^Ti^ I was pick^^^pbya party who camo 
io- the .nick of Jime. They were goiiig by across 
journey to the diamond fields," 

**Alil you went there?" 

"Yes, I went there," said the young man drow- 
sily, iind speaking in a restful manner and with 
many pauses. "Rough lite, and forsixmonths — iu> 
gpod. Then luck turned. I went on. At last found 
— :ielf rich man. Rather absurd, doctor — handful 
of stones — stones, crystals — handful in a leather 
b^g. Soon nothing. I often laughed. Seemed so 
much trash, but the right thing. Very large somo 
of them, and I worked on — diggiag — and picking. 
Knew I was a wealthy man/' 

"You were very fortunate, then?" 

** Yes," was the drov/sy reply. '*Then began the 
curse of it. Couldn't keep it — secret. Found oiii 
that it was dangerous. Ought to have banked, but 
they were — were so hard to get. Traid of everybotly. 
Fok — felt should be murdered. Nearly dro^e — 
di'ove me wild. Made secret — secret plans — esca])(^ 
— get home — old England. To bring— to bring- — bag 
of diamonds — leather bag — worth a deal — bring 
home myself. Followed — followed me. Three men 

part of gang out there — gamble and cheat men — at 
play. Always — always — on my track — hunted — at 
bay — sea — ^always watching — like tigers — ^Ah T' 

He spra,ng up from his drowsy muttering state, in 
which he had been incoherently piercing together 
hia imaginary or real adrentures, and gazed wildly 
roupd. 

« Who's that ? 

it 



i)> 



It is only I — ^Doctor Chartjey. Lie down again." 
*^ I thonghi they'd comet ^^d I — I M$a. telling themn 



96 THE BAG OF DIAMONDS. 

Bag of diamonds. No. Nonsense! All rubbislil 
Poor man. Gtoing home. ' Nough to pay his pas- 
sage. All nonsense. No diamonds; no nothing." 

He had sunk back once more, and went on mxit- 
toring as ho dropped asleep. 

The doctor sat watching him, and then rose and 
tapped the fire together, picking np a few fresh 
pieces of coal to augment the blaze, whicli seemeJ 
to send somo of the fog out of the room. 

"Wild dissipation — gambling with Natiare foi 
treasure," said the doctor softly. ''Imaginatiou- 
Poor wretch !" 

The doctor bent down over his patient, who waw 
now sleeping deeply, but had tossed the ulster aside, 
so that it was gliding down. 

" Curious, this wild delirium," said the doctor, re- 
arranging the improvised cover. *' I often wondei- 
that I have not made it a study and — Good 
heavens ! " * 

He started back from the couch, and stood staring 
at his patient f ( r a few minutes before adviincing 
again, and laying his hand upon his breast gently, 
and then thrustii g it beneath the fold of the thick 



pea-jacket. 

" It is not delirium ; they — " 

The doctor hesitated a few moments after draw- 
ing back from the couch once more. Then, with his 
whole manner changed, he thrust his hand into the 
sleeping mau\s breast, glanced round, and, sati'^fied 
that he was not overlooked, drev/ forth a good-siaed 
washleather bag, simply tied round the neck wifch a 
strip of the same skin. 

" Stones," muttered the doctor, with his face agi« 
tated and his eyes glittering; and after balancing 
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tie bag in liis hand and glancing at the sleeping man, 
he placed it upon the table, where the light of the 
lamp was upon it full. 

Then ensued a period of hesitafcioUj the doctor's 
fingers worked as he stood gazing down at the little 
yellowish-drab bag, and auon at his patient. 

Then the newly awakened curiosity prevailed, and, 
unable to contain himself, he rapidly untied the 
siring, drew open the bag, and saw that it was nearly 
full of large rough crystals, which sparkled in a 
feeble way in the light. 

" Wliy, they must be M'orth a large sum," mut- 
tered the doctor, pouring out some of the stones 
into his hand, but pouring them back with a shud- 
der, " How horrible !" 

He didnotsay whatwas horrible, b\it hastilyretied 
the bag and placed it back in the sleeping man'a 
breast, before hurrying out into the surgery, and 
pacing to and fro in an agitated way. 

CHAPTEE IX. 



THE STllANUE ACCIDEXT. 

A CEANGE seemed to have come over Doctor Chart* 
ley. A short time before he was calm and placid^ 
liis movements were slow, and a pleasant stereo- 
typed professional smile made his handsome fac« 
beam. But now all was changed ; the smile had 
gone, and, as he had passed to and fro, the light 
from the gas bracket displayed a countenance puck* 
ered with curious lines and frowns, while t^^e varia- 
tions of shadow caused by his constantly-changing 
position seemed to have altered him into aaotkal 
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He weui back into the causultwg-|rooa^ aal 
looked B>i hm patient, to find bim breatbil2g^>2&oro 

easily and plunged into a deep sleep la^d as WJ)ent 
o\er hhn his band stole tow^ard fche prostrate man's 

breast. 

He snutclied it awaj angrily, and returned to th© 
sn]*goi"^>-, to resume Ixis hurried walk, muttering to 
himself, his thoughts finding utter aoiee in sound, till 
h*' started and looked about him, as if in dread of 
biuug overheard. 

Stealing back to the consulting-room, he "vvent to 
tiio closet, and took out the bottle which contained 
the result of his studies, and looked at it withasigk 
TUeu he raivSed the retort and its stand from the 
siioif, s]KH)k ]iis head, and replaced it. 

ind if 1 only hud money,'* ho thought, "I could 

carry out iny experiments at my ease, ^nd succeed. 
TJh.s miserable poverty would be no more; my. chil- 
di'OH would bo happy; and I should win a nam© 
v liieli would become immortal." 

He sliook Jiis lioad, hi.s brow grew darker, and a 
tpnible temptation attacked him. 

" Xo one saw him come here. Tt in hiy fancy that 
he has beou foUoAVcd, Oiio life. What is one life 
ill this Aa^t Avorld ? One life. Why, my discovery 
pt'vfected would be the saving of the lives of thou- 
sands, hundreds of thoxisands, of generations o£ 
human beings in this teeming earth. Suppose hd 
%h'pt and waked no mure? Ah ! 

The doctor stood gazing down at the sleeping man- 

*'Suc]i temptations come to all," he said softly; 

'"and I have seen so many dieth^t the passingaway 

ol one— well, what is it but the deep long sleep into 

%-Aufth I could make him glid« without pain? 



M 
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**Ahp and afterwards ? Poor lad! He camd to m« 
for sancftiary, and I had b^tarayed mf trust. How 
could Hook in the face of mj son again — in the eyeir 
of my girl ? Those clear eyes wo\tld read my secr<*t, 
and I should be as one accurst." 

He bent down over the sleeping man again, and in 
spite of himself his hand stole gently towards luS 
heart, trembling. 

*'They are worth thousands," he said, " and they 
lie there as if of the value of a few pence. He cania 
to me for refuge. Well, he shall not find that I Im^c 
failed." 

There was no tremor iu his hand now a^ he i?-* 
arranged the cover over Mark Heath's breast, to 
stand afterwards calmly watching his guest:; uad 
then to go out into the surgery, tarn down tho g 'b, 
and slowly pace the floor, thinking deeply. 

Every inch of the surgery was so familiar that the 
darkness was the same to him as the light, and ihe 
bitter coldness of the place seemed to refresh him. 

At the end of a few minutes he stood perfectly 
still, thinking; and then going to one of the shelvo^, 
he ran his hand softly along the top row of small 
bottles, took oue, and turned down the ga^. 

As he entered the consulting-room again, lie 
glanced at the label, nodded his head iu a satisfied 
manner, and after a glance at his patient he seem*^d 
to make up his mind what to do. 

"Perhaps I shall sleep," he thought," and if I do 
he may wake. It will be a simple way." 

He smiled as he took the glass into which he ha<i 
previonsiy poured the brandy, and potired inalittla 
more, to which he added sugar, and half #Ued th« 
glaea wii^. V^ water from the kettle. 
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"He will be sure to driuk tliat," lie said, as lie re- 
placed the glass within easy reach of the sofa; and 
thenremoving the stopper from the blue bottle he 
hcldji'eplaced it partly in the neck, rested it upon tlio 
edge of the steaming glass, and began to count the 
drops which fell. 

One — two — three. 

Each drop at an interval aftor the one which had 
preceded ifc, while with his left hand he steadied the ■ 
tumbler. 

As the third drop fell iuio the glass there was a 
strange noise outside — a dull sculiiingof feet, mut- 
terings of voices, and then a low imperious taj^pia 
on the panel of the door. 

At the first sound the doctor turned his head 
sharply and gazed in the direction of the door, wh^lo 
the rest of his body scorned to have become fized hi 
a cataleptic state, save that his eyes dilated and his 
jaw dropped. 

And meanwhile, sloM'ly and steadily, drip — drip 

drip — drip, the globules of fluid fell from the tip 
of the blue bottle into the steaming glass at last in 
quite a stream. 

A strange dread had overcome the doctor. His 
patient's words about his diamonds had proved to 
be true; were the rest, then, true — that he had been 
pursued by men whose aim it was to plunder, 
perhaps murder him, and they had really traced hu 
down here ? 

"Bah! am I turning childish?" said the doctor, 
starting up, and letting the stopper fall back inlio 
its place in the bottle, jusfc as his patient moaned 
slightly, turned impatiently in his sleep, and t( -. 
laatftr oliJad to the floor." 
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Tba doctor stooped quickly, raised it, and threw 
it OTer his patient, and, as hebentoTer him, listened 
inteutly to the repetition of the tapping. 

'* It might be,'* he said softly. "Pish I absurd! 
The wanderings of a diseased mind." 

Catching up the bottle from where he had placed 
it on the table, he walked quickly towards the door, 
paused, returned, and stooped as if to pick up the 
poker. Then smiled at his folly. 

He passed softly out of the door, and closed it after 
him, to go to the shelves in the dark, where he made 
a clicking noise among the bottles, as he reached up; 
for there in the darkness the feeling once more as- 
sailed him that his patient might be right, while for 
the third time, more plainly heard now, there came 
a sharp tapping. 

The doctor crossed to the gas bracket, turned it 
up, and as its lighf; filled the surgery, he walked 
boldly to the lobby door, opened it, and the dull red 
glare from the fanlight over the outer door shone 
upon his handsome placid face. 

The next moment he had opened the outer door, 
and was gazing at a group of three men, 

Mark Heath's announcement flashed through his 
brain once more, and then gave place to the ideas 
furnished by his visitors. 

" Thought you were a-bed. Couldn't find the bell. 
This cursed fog, sir. Our friend here knocked ^own 
by a cab, and wo saw your red light as we were try- 
ing to get him to our hotel." 

**Tufc, tut, tutl" ejaculated the doctor. "Bring 
him in, gentlemen." 

He glanced at his visitors. Saw that they were 
well-dressed men in ulsters and low-crowned hats. 
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And tbai the speaker was a irell-bmii felloir with a 

dosely-cut beard; while another was a laiher 
Mephistopheleaiv-loo^iiig man, witli cheeks doselj 
ahaven^ and upper lip bearing a bristly moustache. 

Between them they supported a slight, young- 
looking companion^ who was moaning slightly, but 
•Tidently making an effort to be firm. 

"Mind, Harry — Bogers," he said, in a high- 
pitched voice, '• it's as if something red hot ^as run- 
Xiing through my chest 1 Ah-h-h! 



I* 



" Support him, gentlemen," said the doctor. 
•• Mind he doesn't faini Here, quick 1 Here !" 

He spoke in sharp, decided tones, as he directed 

and helped them to lay the injured man upon the 

settee, where he subsided with a querulous cry, 

grinding his teeth the while, and compressing his 

lips. 

" Kindly shut both doors," said the doctor; and 

the man who had first spoken, and who looked very 

pale, obeyed, 

"So cursedly unlucky 1" he said excitedly. " I 
never saw such a fog. They've no business to allow 
men to drive fast on a night like this." 

"Don't talk, old chap. Not serious, I hope, doc- 
tor ?" said the Mephist ophelean man. " Oab seemed 
to come out of the fog, and he was knocked down, I 

got an ugly blow on the shoulder." 

" Get me some brandy," said the injured man 

faintly. **My chest's crushed." 

" No, no, not so bad as that," said the doctor 
kindly. " You shall have a atimul'ds soon. Now, 
then, suppose we see what the damage is. A broken 
rib, I expect, and that will only mean a little pain. 
Now, then." 
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His 



toning the injured man s ooat, while a gasping moaa 
came from his lips. 

"Hurts me horribly — to breathe, doctor." 

There was a gasping sound, and the Mephisto^ 
phelean man reeled, tried to save himself, and fell 
against the consulting-room door, which somehow 
flew open, revealing the sleeping figure of Mark 
Heath on the couch, 

" My dear sir — faint ?*' 

"I beg your pardon," doctor, said the sinister-look- 
ing man. " Sick as a great girl, I can bear pain, but 
io see him like that turned me ov$5r. No, no, see to 
him; I'm better now."' 

The doctor continued his task, while the door 
swung to once more. 

"Still feel faint?" said the doctor, without look- 
ing up. 

" Oh, no ; it's all gone now. I really am ashamed." 

"Nothing to be ashamed of, my dear sir. It is a 
man^s nature. Now I shall be obliged to ask one of 
you to lend ine a little assistance here." 

The bearded man stood eady, and exchanged a 
glance with his Mephistophelean companion, who 
was behind the doctor now. 

"Ah r 

Dr. Chartley uttered a quick ejaculation, for, as be 
feent over his patient, the man behind struck him a 
heavy blow with a short thick life-preserver, and, 
quick almost as lightning, delivered anotlier crash- 
ing stroke on the back of the h^ad. 

Without so much as a groan, merely a catching at 
the' air, the doctor f6ll fo^v^-ard upon his supposed 
patient, and then rolled with a dull hea-vy sound 
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Upon the carpet, to lie motionless — to all appearanea 
dead. 

" Yah V what a butcher you are, Rogers !" said 
the sham patient, in a querulous high-pitched tone, 

"Hold your row! Quick ! Listen at that door." 

The sham patient sprang to the door at the end of 
the passage, opened it softly, and stood listening, 

"AH right," he whispered, "still as death." 

"Curse you! hold your row about death/' whis- 
pered the other as the door was closed. "Lock it." 

" I was going to," said the younger man, turning 
the key softly. " Is he there, Harry? " 

" Yes ; all right," came in a whisper from the 
bearded man, who had softly opened the consult- 
ing*room door and peered in at the sleeping figure 
upon the couch. "Quick I come on." 

The mafi addressed as Rogers had stooped down 
and then gone on one knee, thrusting the life-pre- 
server into his pocket while he examined the doctor, 
and not noticing that it slipped out on to the skirl of 
his coat, and rolled aside as he finished his exam- 
ination, and satisfied himself that there was nothing 
to be apprehended there. 

He started up, and followed his companion on tip- 
toe, and the next minute they were gazing down at 
the man they had tracked from the diamond-fields 
and run to earth at last. 

"Hah !" exclaimed the Mephistophelea of the 
party; "that's right. Give him one if he moves." 

This to his bearded companion, who had drawn a 
life-preserver similar to that his companion had 
used, as he bent over the sleeping man. 

** He has had a dose," was whispered back. " Toa 
fian smell his breath." 



» 



« 
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** Brandy. All right 1" cried the youngest of tha 
three, catching up the decanter, smelling it, tasting 
it with a loud smack of the lips, and pouring out a 
goodly portion in the empty glass, he handed it to 
his first companion. " Here, Harry. 

" Sure it's all right ?" was whispered back. 

*' Swear it. Now, Rogers." 

"Here's mine," said the man, with a grin. " Hot 
vith. Quick, lads !" 

Don't touch that," was on the younger man's 
lips; but his companion raised the glass with a laugh, 
and as he followed his example by putting the de- 
canter to his mouth, the doctor's assailant literally 
poured the contents of the tumbler down his throat, 
and then stood still, put the glass back on the table, 
gasping and staring straight before him. 

His companions were not heeding him, for each 
drank eagerl^^ of the brandy, and were setting down 

the decanter and glass, when the younger man spoke: 
" Why, Rogers, old chap !" 

The man addressed turned his wild staring eyes 
at him for a moment, as if to answer, and then walked 
bKndly between the sofa and the table, as if to go 
straight to the wall, reeled and fell, catching at the 
cloth, which he dragged aside, nearly causing the 
lamp to go crashing on the floor. 

For a few moments the others stood aghast, staring 
at their prostrate companion, who writhed slightly 
for a brief period, uttering a curious sound, and then 
lay upon his back, stretched out motionless. 

The younger man was the first to recover himself. 

" Help 1" he gasped, in a hoarse whisper. 

"Hush!" cried hia companion ; "are you mad ?" 

He raised his life-preserver tUreateningly, and the 
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other gazed at him with ghastly face and stating 
eyes. 

** What shall we do T' he whispered. 

"Keep your head, and don't; be a fool," wa^ th« 

reply. 

As the bearded man spoke he went down on on© 
knee, thrust his hand into his comrade's breast, 
and then rose quickly. 

" What is it, Harry — poison ?" 

"Yes, grim death, lad." 

"Then, we've got it, too." 

" No— all right. The fool ! Smell that glass/' 

He took up and held the tumbler to his nose, and 
then passed it to his companion, who smelt it, and 
put it down with a shudder. 

" Come on," he panted ; let's gel; away. ' 



i 
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" Without the diamonds — now ? 

"I'm no use," groaned the younger man. 

" Hold up, curse you 1 It's fortune of war. On« 
man down. Prize-money to divide between two 
instead of three," 

" Hah !" ejaculated the other, upon whom his com* 
rade'a words acted like magie. " I'm all sigh^ now. 
Quickl let's have 'eml" 

The elder man had already thrust his hix^A. into 

Mark's breast. 
"Well?" 
"Allright.'^ 
"Afe they there?" 
'*Tes;tiafe enough.'^ 
Qei *^m out, then, andkfs ga Onm^aili^^k 
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ftt old Bogefs' eyea'* 

Thdm^i^-ii dall he^ nonni of a^iolrbacqep^, 
M,vA ^ tWGt men ^tftTt^d tip in an sgmj ^ol Ar^A 



liMit^ ifoil for which thej had taQAdsopatietitlj 
lk»i loxi^ Heter getting H within their clutch iill 
ft«W) waiB abont 'to be (matched awaj. 

It was a door that had been banged^ and in their 
jjgnora&oe of the configuration of the place they did 
Tli^% realise that it was in the next houae. 

*• Keep your head," said the elder man. 

"Bight. I'm cool enough," was the reply. 
'*<JaiQtl, get 'em out, and let's go 1 " 

''It would take half an hour to get at them. He 
)m» a beU buckled round his waist under every- 

and there'll be stones sewn into his clothes 
fM oVer." 

♦-OurseitaU!" 

' Hush I Quick 1 Take hold of that ulst«r, and 




tbe 



What 



'•We've got him. He's drugged 



what 



- What I bring him away ? " 

''Yes- Quick ! take hold of that arm I " 

••But if he wakes?" 

**Send him to sleep, as we did the doct 
Ibold your row, dp as I do, and keep your 

The younger man obeyed, and catch 
Heath's arm. as his comnauion had dot 



Now, 




r side, thoy placed his bat upon liis head, and in 

half-conscioas wav be madp. an effort to walk, sn 



him 



•trrgery 



Now, then, button-up. I'll hold him/' said the 
eider man. 

•*But when we get him in the street?" v/hisperod 

the other 
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"Well— what? He's drunk. We'll got him ia a 
cab. No one "will interfere. Leave it to me, and 
"back me up. Quick ! shut that door ; and then turn 
on the light.*' 

Tiie orders were obeyed ; and as soon as they 
stood in the darkness the lobby-door was opened, 
>yhore the red hglit gave them sufficient illumination 
to finish their proceedings* 

A.nothev minute, and, their victim's arm well 
gi'ipped on either side, the elder man said hoarsely, 

'^ Ready?" 

" Yes; but are yotx sure that he had the stuff on 
him ?" 

" Trust me for that. Now, be cool, and the dia- 
monds are ours. Off!" 

The outer door was oj^ened, and with very little 
diffieulfcy Mark Heath was half-lifted, half-led out- 
side, in an inert, helpless condition, his brain steeped 
in sleep, and his mind a blank. Then the two meu 
stood in the snow, listening for a sound within the 
house. 

It was the elder who spoke then: 

"Get your ai^m well under him- Hold hard! 
Shut the door. Mind he don't slip down. It's dark 
as pitch. Now, then, come on." 

At that moment John Whyley turned on his lamp. 

CHAPTER X. 

**AY, MABRY Is't; CROWNER'S QUEST lAW." 

A JURY of meuj chosen with the careful selection 
always made by the coroner's officer, and with such 
extraordinary happy results, sat solemnly and lis- 
tened to the evidence, after hearing the coroner's pre- 
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Iminarj address, and viewing tlie body of the de-* 

ceased. 

Witness by witness, all were examined. Joliu 
Wliyley told all he knew, and produced the life- 
preserver; Eiehmond Chartley, brought from her 
father's bedside, where he lay perfectly insensible, 
gave her account of the proceedings, aud directly 
after joined Janet Heath, who was her coinpanioTi, 

and sat down to try once more to dibentangle Let* 
thoughts, which, from the time she had leftthe sur- 
gery with the bottle of chloral till she was alariiKxl 
by the persistent ringing of the doctor's night-bell, 
had beeniu a state of wild confusion. 

Hendou Chartley gave his evidence. How he had 
been spending the evening with a gentleman of 
his acquaintance, and on letting himself in with his 
latch-key he had heard voices in the surgery, and 
gone there. 

Mr, James Poynter, the goutlenuin with ■v'yiiom 
Hendon Chartley had been dining corroborated the 
last witness, and seemed disgusted that he Inul itot 
a better part to play, especially after his annouiice- 
ment to the coroner that he was a great friend of tlie 
family. 

For some reason of their own, the sapiont jut^ nxon 
exchanged glances several times during the evideiu-e 
of the last two witnesses, and shook their head'^, 
while one man began to make notes on tlie sheot of 
paper before him with a very scratchy pen whrre- 

upon two more immediately caught the complaint, 
and the foreman regretted to himself that he wasn't 
as handy with ink as he could wislu 

The surgeon was of course a very important wit- 

iiess* and he told how the man upon whose body) 
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the inqudsi was bemg held Iiad undoubted]^ . jdi«4 
of an excessive dose of hydrocyanic acid, of tyhick 
poison there was, naturally enougb, a bottle ,ia tbm 
doctor's surgery; but how it had been admixdstered, 
whether by accident, purposely, or with suicidal in- 
tent, it was impossible to say; and apparently the 
only man who could throw any light up(xa the sub- 
ject was Doctor Chartley himself, who was now 
lying in a precarious state, perfectly insensible from 
the j^ressure of bone upon the brain, and too feeble 
for an operation to be performed. 

" Not the only mau," said one of the juiyr; " three 
men were seen b]' the policeman to leave the surgery." 

The coroner said " Exactly ; " and there wa^ a 
murmur of assent ; while, after stating that it was 
impossible to say how long Dr. Cljartley would be 
before he could appear, and that it was ({mte possi- 
ble that he would never be able to give evident;!- at 
al], the surgeon's evidence came to an end* 

Elizabeth Gundry was called ; and a frightened- 
looking smudgy woman came forward, trembling and 
fighting hard not to burst into tears, hysterical sob-- 
bing having filled up so much of her time since the 
foggy night that her voice had degenerated into au 
appealing whine. She was smudgy-looking, but 
undoubtedly clean ; only life in underground kitch- 
ens, and the ingrainmg of London blacks with th« 
baking process of cookery, had given her skin aii 
unwholesome tinge, which her reddened eye$ did 
not improve. 

Questioned, she knew nothing but that 6hd 
thought she had heard the doctor's bell ring; but 
that she always put her head^ finder the iAoik^ ii 
^"^ ^lid hear it, and she did so that ladght. Further 
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^«6iioaed nhy, sM «aid :^ith sobs tj^iat it was A.vfrf 

JArge house, and nobody was kept but her and Bob ; 
autj she was " that tired when she went to bed that 
she thought it weren't fair to expect her to get np 
and answer the night-bell, and so she never would 

hear it if it rang. It warn't her place ; for though 
she did house maid '8 work, and there waa two sets of 
front-door steps, she considered herself a cook." 

Here there was a furious burst of sobbing, and the 
foreman of the jury wanted to know why. 

Now he, being a pleasant-looking man, won upon 
Elizabeth Gundry more than the coroner did, that 

gentleman being suggestive of an extremely sharp 
ratting terrier grown fat. So Elizabeth informed 
the foreman that lier gi'ief was, of course, partly on 
account of master, and she thought it very shocking 
for there to be a murder in " our house ;'* but what 
she wanted to know was what had become of Bob, 
whom she was sure one of those bad men had smug- 
gled away under his coat. 

Of' course, this brought Bob to the front, and, 
growing gai-rulous now, Elizabeth informed every- 
budy that Bob was a regular limb, but evidently a 
favorite; and since Bob had answered her out of the 
sargery regarding his supper, Bob had not bjBen 
seen or heard of, and it "was her opinion that he 
liAd been killed, so as not to tell all he knew. 

Bob*8 bed had not been slept in; Bob's hat was 
hungii^ in the pantry, and the police had not been 
able fe> discover where Bob had gone. 

The naystery seemed to thicken, and Elizabeth 
was <|U6ationed till she broke down sobbing once 
more, rafter decl^adng that Bob. was the mischiev- 
©usest young imp as ever lived, but^^e wali ,verj 
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f@nd of him; and if it haden't been for Iiis -wicked 
old tipsy mother, who was no better than a thiefj 
there weren't a dearer, more lovable boy in the "old 
world." 

The sergeant of police and John Whyley made 
jiotes, afterAvards compared, about Bob and hia 
mother, and Elizabeth went off crying and refusing 
to be comforted because of Bob. 

Then the .sergeant stated perspiringly in the hot 
room, buttoned up in his coat, that the cabman had 
been found ; and in due course a red-nosed, prom- 
inent-eyed member of the four-wheeled fraternity 
corroborated John Whyley's evidence as to the three 
men whom lie took in his cab. He reiterated the 
statement that "one on 'em was very tight ;" told 
that he drove them to an hotel in Surrey Street, 
close to the Embankment, and corrected himself as 
to the driving, because " You see, gents, it was like 
this here : the fog was that thick, if you sat on the 
box you couldn't see the 'oss's tail, let alone hi$ 
ears, and you had to lead him all the way." 

Did the men go into the hotel ? 

He couldn't say ; they helped out the one as wa* 
go very tight, and they gave him arf-suff'rin — first 
jnoney he'd took that night, and the last, on account 
of the fog. 

And where did the three men go — into the hotel? 

He didn't know ; they seemed to him to go into 
the fog. Everythink went into the fog that night oi? 
«^ome out on it It was all fog as you might 'most 
iia' cut with a knife ; and when he had a wash next 
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Bnt ike Bftan Who seemed to be drunk, did lio &ay 

ftny thin g ? 
Not a word. 
Would he know the men again ? 

Not likely; and besides, if he took notice of all 
parties as was very tight, and as he took home in his 
keb, he'd have enough to do. That there fog was 

so thick that — 

The coroner said that would do, and after tiie 
people at the hotel had been called to prove that 
no one had entered their place after eleven o'clock 
that night, and that the bell had not been mng, the 

roner said that the case would have for the present 



to be left in the hands of the police, ■s\ho would, he 
hoped, elucidate what was at present one of the mys- 
teries of our great city. He did not think he was 
justified in starting a theory of his ov n as to the 
causes of the dramatic scene that must have taken 
place in Dr. Ohartley's surgery. They were met to 
investigate the causes of the death of this n^as, ivho 
was at present unknown. No doubt the police would 
be able ta trace the three xoen who left the surgery 
that night, and during the adjournment Dr. Ohartiey 
would probably recover; and so on, and soon; along 
harangue in which it seemed as if the fog, of which 
30 much mention had been made, had got into the 
evidence, 

Finally the coroner said that he did not think he 
should be doing his duty if he did not mark the 
feeling he had with respect to the conduct of the 
police-constable John Whyley. 

The gentleman in question glowed, for he Celt 
that he had suddenly become a prominent person- 
A^e. yf^^^ ^evrA>v» ^jww*. 'm^ ^^m to denote liis rise 
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ini^Bk. Then h& irozei^ and his .{Me j^msed a 

terribly blank expression, for the coroner went .on 
to say that never in the whole course diusexperienoei 
trhich now extended over a quarter of a century, had 
he been cognizant of such utterly oraaa stupidity as 
that of this policeman — a man who, ia his opinion, 
ought to be dismissed from the force. 

John Whyley wished a wicked wish after the jury 
had been dismissed, and orders given for the burial 
of the Mephistophelean-looking man, lying so stifi 
and ghastly in the parish shell — and John Whyley'a 
wish was that it had been the coroner inste ad. ol 



one — two on 



»ob." 



CHAPTER XI. 



MR. POYNTER POLISHES HIS HAT, 

James Poynteb rang four times at Dr. Chartley's 
door-bell, and rapped as many at the gx'eat grinning 
knocker tied in flannel, before he heard the chain 
put up and the lock shot back, to display the 
smudgy unwholesome countenance of Elizabeth 
Gundry, who alway s blinked like a night-bird wjien 
forced to leave her dark kitchen. 

" There, hang it, woman, open the door 1" cried 
Poynter. " Do you take me for a thief?" 

** No, sir, I did n't know it was you ; but I am so 
ftcared, sir, and they ain't found Bob yet." 

Elizabeth did not hear what James Poynter snid 
fbbout Bob, for she closed the door, took down the 
ehain, opened slowly and ^udgingly, aadthe visitor 

talered. 
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**How'Ba« doctoT? 



>1 



"Awful, please, s»r, just; he's there i^ith his &j?^^ 
thet, as if he was going to die, and Miss Bich Mid 
Misa Jaaet taking it in turns to sit up night &vA 

day;" 

**Ask Misa Chartley to come down and see mt.'^ 

"Which, please, sir, she said as she couldn't ^oa 
nobody now." 

"You go and do as I tell you," 

"Which it aia*t my place, sir, to answer the froufc 
door-bell at all. Poor Bob !" 

She ended with a sob, and put her apron to hen 
eyes, "I say," said Poynter, giving her apror. a 
twitch and dragging it down, " look here." 

" Well, Tm sure !" began Elizabeth indignantly 

"Look here ; have your wages been paid?" 

"Lor*, no, sir, not for ever so long," said Eliza- 
beth, with an air of surprise at the absui-dity ol thid 
e[ue&tion, 

" Then look here, Elizabeth : you know what I 
come her^ for, don't you ?" 

"I think I can guess, sir," said the woman, sud- 
denly becoming interested and smiling weakly. 

" Of course you can. You're a sharp 'un, that's 
what you are. So look here : the day I'm married 
111 pay your wages, and I'll give you a fi'-pun notv^ 
to buy yourself a new bonnet and gown. Now go 
up and say I'm waiting to see Miss Kichmond tm 
particular business." 

Elizabeth's eyes opened widely, and there was a 
peculiar look of satisfaction therein. as she closed 
the door, led the way into the dining-room, and then, 
afterrgiving- the -visitor -^a nod of intelligence, sli& 
left him to goup-sta^irs and deliver her message. 
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"Pall! how the place smells 1" muttered Poynter. 
" Any on© would think that chap was here now. A 
nasty, damp, fusty hole !** 

He listened eagerly, but the step he hoped to hear 
was not coming, and he began to walk up and down, 
twisting his silk handkerchief round, and polishing 
his glossy hat the while, 

" I'm screwed up now," he muttered. *'I'm not 
afraid of her. She can't say no, but if she does, she's 
got to learn something. Perhaps she don't know 
what putting on the screw means, and I shall have 
to teach her. Ail for her good. Hah !" 

There was no mistake now; a step was descending 
the stairs, and James Poynter once more looked 
round for a mirror for a final glance; but there was 
nothing of the kind on the blank walls, and he hnd 
to face llichmond unfurbished. 

She entered the room, looking quite calm, but very 
pale, and the blue rings about her eyes told of her 
sufferings and anxiety. There was a slight height- 
ening of her color, though, for a few moments, as 
the visitor advanced with extended hand, in which 
she placed hers for a few moments before motioning 
him to a seat. 

*' How's the doctor ?" he said huskily, and then 
couched to clear his throat. 

"Very, very ill, Mr. Poynter," was the reply. "I 
am sorry, but I must ask you to please see Doctor 
Maurice, who has promised to attend any of mr 
father's patients if they called." 

"Oh! bother Doctor Maurice! Fm better now. 
Quite well." 

Jamas Poynter had partaken of the greater por- 
tion fil a bottle of champagne before he came^ so as 



to screw himself up, as lie termed it ; and there was 
plenty of decisiion of a rude and vnlgar tj^ as he 
spoke. 

'* I beg your pardon ; I thought yon had come to 
consult my father. You have come to see how be 
was?" 

" No, I didn't ? Tou know what I Ve come for. 



)> 



Richmond did know, and perfectly well; but as 
she scorned to make use of farther subterfuge, she 
remained silent. 

" I'm a plain fellow, Miss Eich, and I know what's 
what," he said, " Hendon and I've had lots of chats 
together about money matters, and you want money 



now." 



" Mr. Poynter !" 

"Now, now, now! sit down, and don't get in a 
wax, my dear, with a man who has come as a friend. 
I'm well enough off now, but I know the time when 
a half-crown seemed riches, and if a friend had come 
to me, I'd ha' said * Bless yer !' '* 

" If you have come as a friend of my brother, Mr. 
Poynter, I am grateful." 

"Now, don't put me on one side like that. Miss 
Kich — don't. I have come as a friend — the best of 
friends. I know what things are, and that you're 
pushed for money." 

''Mr. Poynter !" indignantly. 

" ¥es, I know what you are going to say. 'Tain'i 
put delicate. Can't help that. I'm a City man of 
business ; but if it ain't put delicately it's put honest 
We don't put things delicately in the City." 

"I have no doubt of your intentions, Mr. Poynter, 
a2id I am grateful." 

" Thank you, and that's right. Now, don't kick 
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irt vtat I'm going to say, an4 let it ^urt yowt 



I»ecaus6 it is only betweon you and your befit: 

the map. as loves you. ^ There, I came to say &aA, 
andTm glad it's oui*' 
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Mr, Poynter," said Rich hastily, " I am ^orn^t 
X am ill. ^ have that terrible trouble in the bouse. 
]k is not the time to speak to me like this." 

" Thai's where you're wrong, my dear ; for^when 

iriiould your best friend come if it isn't when joij're 
fluck, and so pushed for money that you don'^ ioow 
^here to turn ? " 

" Oh, the shame of it i" moaned Rich to henielf, 
lier eyes flashed with mortification, while Pop^r 
went on polishing his hat. 

" You see I know all about it, and I want to show 
you that I'm no fine- weather friend." 

* * Mr. Poynter I have told you that I am il^ will 
you please to bring this visit to an end ? I— i oan- 
)K>t bearii" 

" Yes, you can," he said, in what was meant to be 
a soothing tone; "let's have it ovex" at once, and 
have done with it. I wont hurry you, I only want 
io feel that it will be some day before long; anditill 
then here's my hand, and it don't come to j^ou emrpty. 
Bay what's troubling you, aF4 what you want to pay 
and there's my check for it I don't care how much 

it is." 

"Mr. Poynter," cried Rich, "you force m© to 
$peak out. I cannot take your help, and what you 
wish is impossible." 

" Oh, no, it isn't !" he said, smiling, and leaving 
his handkerchief hanging on his hat as he tried to 
take her hand, which she withdrew; " I saw the doo- 
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tot the other day, before this upset Wa had m 



illing. 
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" What I my father -willing ? 

" To give his consent? Tes." 

" It is impossible !'* cried Rick 

"Oh, no, it isn't, and what's more, Hendon and I 
have often chatted this over together, and he*s will- 
ing, too. Now, I say, what is the use of making a 
fuss over it ? There, we understand one another, 
and I want to help yoix at once," 

**Mr. Poynter,*' cried Rich, "1 3iow calmly and 
firmly tell you that what you v/ish can never take 
place. Will you allow me to pass ?" 

"No," said Poynter, flushing angrily, **I won't. 
Now, don't put me in a temper over this by being 
foolibh. What's the good of it ? You know it's for 
the best, and that as my wife you can help the ol4 
man, aad get your ?jrother on. See what a practice 
you couid bay Hendon by and by." 

" Ml". Poynter, I have already told you, I c-an say 

no more." 

" Don't say any more, then," he cried, barring her 

way of exit, as ha gave his hat a final polish, and 
pocketed his handkerchief. " I respect you — no, I 
love you all the more for holding out ; but there's 
been enough of it now, so let's talk sensibly. Come, 
I say. Why, after this npset some men would have 
fc^ght shy of the place-, even if you'd tad a fortune. 
I don't i Ieom« to yon- quite hxuable, and say what 
shall I do for you first ?" 

Rich stood before him pale, and with her eyes 
fiaski^k^a^y-'tiiai^enotrat^d'eTen theiiacl^hidt 
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"Look here," he said angrily, "don't go on like 
that. It makes a fellow feel put out" 

Eichmond once more essayed to leave the room, 
but Poyuter stayed her. 

*' Look here," he said, '* I'm a City man, I am. I 
"began life with nothing, but I said to myself I'd 
make my fortune, and I've made it. While other 
fellows were foolingabout, I worked till I could afford 
to do as they did, and then, perhaps, I had my turn. 
Then I saw you, and when I had seen you I said to 
myself that's the woman for my wife," 
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"Mr. Poynter! 

" Yes, and some day it shall be Mrs. Poynter. I 
said it should, and so it shall ! " 

"Mr. Poynter, will you leave this house? " 

"No, I won't," he replied bitterly, " not till youVe 
thrown all this nonsense aside, and made friends. 
What a temper ! Now, look here, Bich, I've been 
afraid of you. I've come here to see the doctor, and 
I've shivered when I've seen you. I've wanted to 
speak to you, but my tongue has seemed to stick to 
the roof of my mouth ; but that's all over now, and 
we're going to understand one another before I go. 

"Sir, this is insolence I" 

"Insolence I'* he said, with the champagne effer- 
vescing as it were, in bis veins. "No, it's love," 

Kichmond rang the bell. 

" Bah 1" he said, " what of that ? When the girl 

cames — if she does — I shall tell her to go, for I mean 

to be master here now." 

"Coward!" 

"No, not a coward now," he replied, laughing, 

il^cb, do you know what I can do if I like ? I oaa 



>♦ 






THE BAa OF DIAMOOT>S. 121 

come down on brother Hendon for all he owes me, 
and how would it be then?" 

Richmond winced, and the flush in her cheeks 
paled away, while Poynter saw it, and went on: 

"What should you say if I was to act like a busi- 
ness man would, and come down on your father 1" 

" What? My father! He does not owe you money?" 

"Doesn't he!" said Poynter,with a mocking laugh. 
"You see you don't know everything, my dear. 
Come, what's it going to be — peace or war?" 

" War ! " said Eichmond firmly, " My father can- 
jaot owe you money, and as to my brother, he would 
sooner die than see his sister sold as a slave to pay 
his debts." 

"Would he?" snarled Poynter, "Why he's m 
weak as water ; I can turn him around my thumb. 
Ycu tried to keep him away. He wouldn't own it ; 
bat I know. He came, though, all the same, when I 
a^ked him ; and he will come, too, as often as I like, 
and he'll help me to make you — Bah ! nonsense ! 
09me, don't let's talk like this: you're out of sorts, 
and no wonder, and Pve come at a bad time. To- 
morrow you'll be cool, and you'll put that little hand 
in mine, and say, * James Poynter, you've acted like 
a man and my best friend, and I won't say nb.' " 

He tried to take her hand, but she shi'ank from 
laim. 

"Sir, I beg that jou will not come here again," 
she said, drawing herself up, " I am not blind t© 
your position with my brother, but — " 

" Yor.r brother's a weak-minded young fool I'" 
eried Poynter, who .had now thoroughly become 
roused, so withering was the contempt written in 
Bich'seyes ; "and—" 
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He stopped short, for in the heat of the enoounfefr- 

neither had heard the latch-key in the front dooB, 
aor the opening of that of the room, to admit Hen- 
don Ohartley, who stood still for a few moments, 
and then strode to his sister's side and put his arm 
round her. 

"Yes," he said hoarsely, "I have been a weak 
young fool, James Poynter, to let you play with me 
as you pleased ; but please God, with my sister's 
help, I'm going to be strong now, and if you don^t 
leave this house Til kick you oui" 

" You kick me out ! snarled Poynter, snatching his 
handkerchief from his pocket and polishing his hat 
savagely; "not you I So it's going to be war, is iji? 
Why, if I liked — There, you needn't threaten. 
Tm not going to quarrel with you, my lad, because 

we're going to be brothers." 

"Brothers !" cried Hendon, in tones of contempt, 
"Yes, my lad, brothers. I've gone the right way 
to work, and you know it, too. There, we're all pep- 
pery) now. Eich, my dear, you know what I've said. 
I'm nofc angr3% It was only a flash, and you won*t 
Mke me any the worse for speaking out like a man. 
Next time I come we shall be better friends." 

s 

He gave his hat a final polish, floilrished liig ' 
handkerchief, and left the room. j 

" HendoUj Hendon, what have you done?" crie^ 
Bicbmond, as soon as they were alone. "Had w* 
not trouble enough without this? " 

"The cad!" cried Hendon angrily. 

"And. after what had passed you went t© him 
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Haw could I help it ?" said the young man^ witll I 



g ^oan. " I owe him money, and it's like a~ ehshi 
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i mj neck. He ttigs it, and- Pm oUiged to 



''And he hinted^hftt our poor father vas in hig 



*'*Th© governor ? Oh, Bich !" 

Bichmond said nothing, but returned to berirateh- 
t^ hj her father's pillow, asking herseU whether 
file ohain was being fitted to her own limbs, and 
trbether, to save those she loved, she was to become 




mon'&alave. 



CHAPTER XIL 



TC5 DBEAJIS OF A FEVSB. 

A Zx^SAXT sensation of cold and thick darkness 
acd atambUng on and on, with a dull light glowing 
about his head and fading away directly, then more 
darkness and stumbling on, and once more a dull 
]peUow glow, Mid this fading away, with the darkness 
itte^easing. Then a slight struggle, and a few petu- 
Jaat remonstrances. 

Why wouldn't the doctor let him sleep ? 

Then another feeble struggle, a sensation of pass- 
kig through the air, a sudden plunge into the icy 
water, and then utter darkness, and a noise, as if of 
^under, in his ears. 

But the sudden immersion was electric in - its ef- 
fcety sending a thrill through nerve and zauscle, 
ihongh the brain remained still drowsily inert, while 
&e natural instinct of desire for life chased away 
Ijbe helpless state of collapse ; and Mark Heath, old 
Jlihlete, expert swimmer, man hardened by his lif« 
ki the southern colony, rose to the surface, and 
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Bimck out, swimming slowly and m^ehanicallj, as if 
it were the natural action of his mnscles. 
i On and on, breasting the icy water, keepiag j^ast 
afloat, but progressing blindly where the tide willed; 
on and on through the darkness, with the yellow 
fog hanging liko a solid bank a few feet above his 
head, as if the rushing of tho water were cuttieg the 
lower stratum away. 

Now a yellow light shone weirdly through the 
mist, came into sight, and after glowing for a moment 
on the murky current, died away. 

On still, as if it were the tide — that last tide which 
Sweeps away the parting spirit — stroke after stroke, 
given mechanically; and then there was another 
light — a dull red light, then an angry glow — a stain 
2ts of blood upon the black water ; and it, too, died 
away, but not till it had bathed the upturned face 
with its crimson hue. 

Onward still, the icy water thrilling the swimmer 

through and through, but seeming to bring with it 

310 dread, no sense of horror, no recollection of the 

past, no fear of what was to come : the sensation was 

that he was swimming as one swims without effort 

in a dream. 

A blow from some dark slimy object along whose ' 

side he glided, and then on once more. 

Another blow against something which checked 
him for a time, and turned him face downward, so 
that the thundering recommenced in his ears ; there 
was the sense of strangulation ; and then he was 
steadily swimming on once more, past moored barge 
with its lights, past steamboat pontoon ; and then 
with a rush he was driven against a stone pier ; hie 
hands grasped at the slimy stones without avail, he 
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■was turned in an eddy around and around, sucked 
uiid'^r, and rose again, to swim on and on, till at last, 
in tlie darkness, his hands touched the muddy peb- 
bles oi the river shore, his knees struck heavilj^, and 
he crawled through a pool, and then staggered to 
his feet, ^¥ith the water streaming from him. 

What next? 16 was all as in a dream, in whicii, 
in the gloom of the thick night, he stumbled xipon 
a flight of slippery steps, and -walked up and up, 
auvl then along a road "v\hich he crossed again a?jd 
agnin, and always walkin^^ on and on. 

At tim.e3 ho guided himself by mechanically touch-* 
iii^f^ a cold rough stony wall, till somehow it was dif- 
feient and felt slippery, and his haud glided orev 
iho -'ido. 

Then darkness, and a sense of wandering. How 
1 )ii<^ ? Where ? "Why was he wandering on ? 

It Y.a^ ail a dream, but changed to a time when his 
lit.vl was as it were on fire, and he was elimbii^g 
i.ioanu^-iis where diamonds glistened attho top, b^i 
V, Lieh 110 could not reach, though he was evf^rcliio^- 
ii';/, v>ith the sun burning into his brain, and tao 
diau.ondrithafche mustfind farther and farther away. 

And ho on, and so on, in ooe long weary journey, 
to rc.ich that which he could not attain, and at L:st 
oblivion — soft, sweet, restful oblirion — with nothiu<4 



>'i rong, nothing a trouble, no weariness or care: it 
was rest, sweet rest, after that toilsome climb* 

The next sensation was of a cool soft hand upoa 
his brow, and Mark Heath opened his eyes, to ga^o 
into those of a pale, grave-looking woman in whlta, 
curiously-shaped cap; and she smiled at the look of 
^teUigenca in his face as he said softly. 
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"WhoAteydn?" 

''Your nurse»" was the reply. 

'* Nurse ?" 

One "word onfy, but a chapter in its inquiring toae. 

"Yes," she said gently; "you have beenilL Don't 



try to talk. Take this, and lie quite still." 

Anothier long, dreamy time , during which there 
were noises about his head — the gentle, pleasant 
voice of his nurse, and the firm, decisive . voice of 
the doctor. It might have been hours, it might 
have been days or weeks, he did not know; and then 
came the morning when he seemed to awaken from 
a long disturbed sleep, full of terrible dreams, with 
a full realization of his position. 

H^ looked about him, and there were people in 
bads on cither side, while a row of windows started 
from opposite to him, and went on right and left. 

At last he saw the face of the woman whom he 
felt that he had seen leaning over him in his dream- 
She came to his bedside. 

"Well ?'* she said, with a pleasant smile. 

** Is this a hospital?" he said eagerly. 
"Yes." 
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accident — hurt 



If) 



"No," was the reply; **not an accident. Yon 
have been ilL" 



" III ? How came I here ?" 

He looked wildly in the calm soft face before him, 
aadbehiad it there seemed to be a dense mental 
i3^t wMefa he oould not penetrate. There was th« 



seemed 



tiiink as far as h^ 
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** Tou had better wait till the < doctor hw bee:H 

round," 

** If you don't tell me what aU this .uaeaiis/' he 
IB&id iiapettioasly> ** you will make me woffBe. 

She laid her hand upon his forehead, to £nd ^ai 
it was perfectly eool, and he caught her fingers in 
bis as she was drawing them away. 

'^Don't keep me in suspense," he said plteoji6ly« 

" Well, I will tell you. The police brought you 
here a fortnight ago. They found you lying in a 
doorway, drenched with water and fast asleep. You 
were quite delirious, and you have been very ill. 

*'I11? Yes, I feel so weak," he muttered^ as he 
Btraggled to penetrate the mist which seemed to 
shut him in, till the nurse's next words gave him a 
clue to the way out 

" We do not even know who you are ; only Ihat 
they suppose you to be a sailor who has just left 
his ship." 

"Heath— Mark Heath," he said quickly. 
** Ah ! And your friends ? We want to conmii^ 
iiicate with them." 

"My friends 1 No; it would frighten her, poor 
little girl 1" 

"The cause for alarm is passed," said the nurse 
gravely. 

"Yes. Ah! I begiii to recoUeet now," he said. 
" Send to Mim tteath- -my sister — 19 Upp^ Bruns- 
wick Avenuej Bkwmsbttry." 

** Yes ; and now lie .5till." 

!ISie. nurse left iiim^ and he I|k7:thi|iking2and grad- 
ually Ending m the- nust the-ple«es of the^ pu2^ of 
his i»i6t adv^it^ret aU. .he • seaa&ed^ to hcive then 
Marly all ^here* 
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Then came tlie doctor with a few words of encouis, 
ageiDent. 

*' You'll do BOW," he said. "Narrow escape of 
losing your hair, young fellow. Next time you come 
from sea don't touch the drink." 

Mark Heath lay back thinking, and with the puz- 
zle pretty well fitted together now all but what had 
liappened since, half wild with exhaustion and ex- 
citementj he had taken refuge at Doctor Ohartley's, 

*' Don't touch the drink ! " he muttered. " He 
ihhiliH I have had D. T. Well, I did drink — brandy. 
Ilii;dsonie. Yes; I remember now — at the doctor's, 
and — Great Heavens ! " 

Ho paused, with his hands pressed to his fore* 
Iiord ; and now the light had come back clearly. 

He lay waiting till the nurse passed round again, 
0nd lie signed to her to come to his side. 

''You have sent to my sister ?" 

" Yes; a messenger has been sent." 

*' My clothes ?" he said, in an eager whisper. 
'MYhere are they?" 

*' They have been taken care of quite safely." 

belt — the cash-belt I had 



l^trapped round my waist ?" 

*'I will make inquiries." 

Tiie nurse went away, and Mark Heath lay in an 
ftgony of spirit which he could hardly control till 
Jier return, to annoiince that he had nothing what- 
ever upon him in the way of bag or money when 
found by the police. 

Mai'k lay as if stunned till the messenger returned 
with the intelligence that Miss Heath had left the 
lodgings indicated; that the people there were n«w, 
md could give no iniariwAtdcxa "miiaieyex. 
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" But you haye other friends," said the nurse, as she 
looked down pityingly in the patient s agitated face. 

"Yes," he said, "I have friends. Write for me 
to 



He paused for a few moments, with a hysterical 
sob rising to his lips as he recalled how he had 
struggled to return to her wealthy, and had come 
back a beggar. 

" Yes, to—" 

The gently-spoken inquiry roused him, and he 
went on, 

*'To Miss Richmond— " 

" Richmond? '* said the mirse, looking up inquir- 
ingly as she took down the name in a little memo- 
randum-book. 

'' Miss Richmond Chartley, 27 Ramillies Street, 
Queen's Square, Bloomsbury, to beg her to find and 
send my sister here." 

The nurse smiled, and left him to his thoughts, 
which now came freely enough — too freely to help 
him to convalescence. 

It was late in the evening when the nurse came to 
announce that there were visitors ; and after a few 
grave firm words, bidding him be calm, she left him, 
and returned with Janet and Richnn^nd, both trem- 
bling and agitated, to grasp his hands, and fight hard 
against the desire to throw themselves sobbing upon 
his breast 

The nurse remained, not from curiositj'', but to 
watch over her patient, whom she Ixad literally 
dragged from the grasp of death, while, after the first 
loving words, Mark Heath gazed at Richmond in a 
troubled way, and proceeded to tell of his ftd- 
ventures. 
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" But did you realljrbriiig-badk a bag- oMiamoiids, 
Mark, or is it — " 

"Fancy?" he said bitterly. "No ; it is no feinoy. 
I have been delirious, Jenny ; but I am sane enough 
noTV. I had the bag of diamonds, and over a hun- 
dred pounds in gold, in a belt about my waist. 
Eich, darling, I waa silent during these past twf) 
years ; for I vowed that I would not Avi^ite ^sin tiil 
I could come back to you and say I have fulfilled 
my promise, and now I have come to you a beggar. 

"Yes/* said Richmond, laying her hand in hfe, an 
an iueffabiy sweet look of content beamed ivom. her 
eyes in his, and there was tender yearning love in 
every tone of her sweet deep voice ; "but you have 
come back alive after we had long raoumod yoit a^ 

dead," 

"Bettor thdil had been," he said bitieriv. '*Bet- 
ter that that dark night's work had been completed 



than I should have com© baok abeeretar." 



i> 




Janet and Richmond exchanged glances; whlth 
with a sick man's suspicion he noted, and his brow 
contracted. 

"They doubt me," he thought. 

" But you have come back, Mark. We are young; 
and there is our life beforo us. I do not complain,'' 
eaid Richmond gently. "TVe must wait" 

"Wait!" he said bitterlj'j and he uttered a loir 
groan, which made the nurse approach. 

"No, no," he said, "I will be quite calm.' 

The nurse dtew back 

" Tell me^ Mark," said Janet, with her pretty little 
•aniest face? pncfered up, " Why did you not com© 

stiKM^hl t0 me ? How stupid I Of course you di«t 

A9t ksdw wHdre, as you did not get my last l&Hierm^* 
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'No, I have had no letters, for ayear. How*«oiuld 
I, oni in that <lesert?" 

''But, 'Mark, you recollect being pur^aed i^ ihose 



men 



!" 



" Yes, yes." 

" You are snre it was not a dream ?" 

He looked at faer almost fiercely. 

" Dream ? Could a man dream a thing like thai ?'* 

*' Don't be cross with me, dear Mark," sie^said, 
laying faer cheek against his. " It seems so stran^, 
and you have been very, very ill My own darlii^ 
brother 1" 

It waa jiot jealousy, but something very near akin, 
thai troubled Bich as she stood there, with an in- 
tense longing to take her friend's place, after the 
long parting. But there was the recollection that 

th^ir parting had not been the warm passionate em- 
liracir^; of lovers, only calm and full of the hope of 
what might be. 

Janet continued: 

** And you went late at night through a dreadful 
logj and took refuge with a friend?'' 

*' Yes," he said, with his features contracting, and 
a jsbndder parsing through him, as he gazed fur- 
tively at Bich. 

'• And what can yon recollect besides ? Are you 
axiTe you had what you say — diamondsand money?'* 

**Yes, I am certain." 'f 

*' I never wore diamonds," said Janet, with her 
pretty white forehead growing more pud^ered, " and 
I don't w&ntany; but after. being so poor, and with 
one% dearest friends so poor, and when it would 
make every one so happy, I should like you to find 



n 
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Mark uttered a low groan. 

"But tell me, Mark, M'liatelse canyour«coll©ct? 

"Very lifctle," he said. "It all seems misty; but 
I recollect drinking someibing," 

"Brandy, Mark?' 

" Yes; and afterwards a medicine that was to calm 
m*^, for I was half mad with excitement." 

** Yes; go mi." 

"Then evervthin^ ib confused: I seemed to fall 
asleep— a long restful sleep, that v»as broken by my 
taking a long journey.'' 

**Yes, but tliat was dreaming, dear." 

'' Maybe/' he said. " and then I was swimming 
swinainiDg for life — and then toiling on and on, a long 
weary journey under a hot sun to get my diamonds." 

"Yes, dear, fe^er," ^aid Janet, with the tears 
streaming down her cheeks. "Oh, Mark, what 
yt>u have suffered I Bich, love, do you hear? 

"Yes — yes," cried Eich, who seemed to be roused 
from a strange dream, in which she was fighting to 
ret^all another of which she had a misty recollection 

a dream that troubled her on the night she took 
tli'^ chloral, when half mad with pain. 

"Yoa have seen and borne so much, dear," said 
Janet piteously. " Was not all this about ttte bag 
of diamonds and those people a levei'ish dream ?'* 

" Jenny, do you want to drive me mad? " 

" My own dear old darling brother, no," she whis- 
ptH-ed caressingly ; and once more that strange half- 
jealous feeling swept like a hot breath of wind 
across Eich, making her pale face flush. "I only 
want to make you see things rightly, and not fret 
about a fancy," 

"I tell you it was no fancy/* he said angrily; and 



It 
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tlieu, as tlie nurse held up a watniiiig liaad, "All 
right/' he added, "Til be cahn/' 

"Say something to him, Eich," said Janet pit- 
eously. 

Eich started, and then took Mark's hand. "You 
say that you went to the house of a friend?" she 
■svhispered. 

" Ye — es," he replied hesitatingh', 

'* And that jou partook of some medicine that was 
to make you sleep ?" 

He bowed his head slowly. 

"And that your next clear recollection is of lyiog 
here, where you were brought after being found de* 
lirious by the police ?" 

"YoSj yes," he said impatiently. 

'^Eobbed?" 

*' Stripped of everything/' he said bitterly, 

'*It could not have been a friend, then, with whom 
ycu took refuge," said Eicli. 

Mark was silent. 

" Must it not have been a dream?" said Janet in a 
V, Idsper to her companion. 

" No," said Kich aloud, ''I think that all Mark 
re Liollects before he took this medicine must be true, 
aiul that this friend must have drugged him." 

Mark drew a long, catching breaih between his 

teeth. 

"And I'obbed him while he slept.*' 

Mark's breast rose and fell as if he were suffering 
some great emotion, and he stared at Rich wildly, 

his hand twitching and his lip quivering as he 
waited for her next speech, which seemed tQ crusk 
him, as she asked in a clear firm voice. 

" Who was the friend to whose hous© you vent f '^ 
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He looked at her wildly, with the thoughts of the 
consequences of telling her that which he believed 
to be the truth — that Dt. Chartley — her father — the 
father of the wonian he passionately loved — had 
drugged him — taken the treasure for wliich he had 
fought so hard, and then cast him forth feverish 
and delirious into the river to die. For he realized 
it now : he had been swimming ; he could even re- 
call the very plunge ; he had been cast into the 
river to drown, and somehow he must have struggled 
out. 

" Who was the friend, Mark ?" she said agaiu, in 
ber calm firm way. 

"Yes, who was it?" cried Janet, with her little 
lips compressed. ** You are right. Rich, Some one 
did do this dreadful thing. Who was it, Mark?" 

The sick man turned from her with a shudders- 
while' she, all excitement now, pressed his hard 
band. 

** Tell us, Mark dear, that he may be punished^ 
and made to restore what be has stolen. 

"No, nol " he said excitedly; "I cannot tell yon. 
I — ^I do not know." 

" Try and recoll(^ct, Mark," said Rich gently ; and 
she looked in his face with an appealing smile. 

" No, no ! " he gasped, as he shuddered again; " it 
is impossible. I — I do not know. And Heaven for- 
give me for my lie!" he mufttered, as he sharply 
withdrew his haj^isi sank back upon his pillow, and 
coverfed Ms face. 






<i 



He mlsst'be left now,^* swd^enurse firmly 






** He isr.^ery weak, and yoar visit is proving pahainL 
Say good-nigJbt'te^him. Yon caar eome to^morrowi 
I& wstt be fitroi^er .alter a n%h#*Arefii'^ 
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^' Bsvi — a^TB h no dwager ? " whispered Bicb, as 
«1^ mxj^t the sbtor's hand. 

''1^;. the danger is past, but h^ most bd kept 



quiet. Say good-night." 

Jaaaet bent down and kissed her brother lovingly ; 
and as she drew back from his pallid drawn face, 
Bieh took her place and held out her hand. 

Mark caught it in both his, and there was an 
agonized look in his eyes. 

*' Bich," he whispered passionately, ** I have come 
back to you a beggar, after fighting so hard. Heaven 
knows how hard, and what I anx stiJBfering for your 
sake. I cannot tell you more< I only say, believe 
in me and trust in me. Kiss xne, my love — 'my 



love. 



»» 



Richmond Chartiey's pale face deepened, but she 
did not hesitate. There were patients here and there 
who lay witnessing the scene, and there were others 
present ; but at that moment the world seemed very 
small, and they two the only living creatures it con- 
tained, as she bent down, passed her arm beneath 
his neck, and for the first time her lips met his, 

"Kich — ^poor — what does it matter, Mark?" she 
whispered, with her warm breath seeming to caress 
his cheek. " You have oome back to me, as it were, 
from the dead." 

She drew down her veil as she rose from the part* 
ing, and the nurse's quick experienced eyes noted 
the restful happy look that had come over her pa- 
tient's face. 

" Good-bve," she said to the two visitors. " May 
I?" ' 

Bich leaned forward, and the two women kissed. 
'^J had ^me one once whom I dearly loved* It 
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pleased God tbat lie sliould die^ — for Mis country 
trying to savQ a brother officer*s life. Good-bye, 
dear* You are tlxe best physician for him now. 
Come back soon." 

Janet impulsively threw lier arms about the sister's 
ii*^ck and kissed her. 

** And I never thanked you for your care of my 
poor brother," she said. " But tell me, he is still 
a little wandering, is he not ?" 

'*I could not help hearing all that passed," was 
ihe reply. "It was my duty to be present. I have, 
of course, had some experience of such cases, and 
I fear that he must have been drinking heavily in 
} iotous company, and these ideas have become im- 
pressed upon his brain." 

"And they are fancies?" 

" I think so, but as he grows stronger these ideas 

will weaken, and you, his sister — and you Ah, men 

iire sometimes very weak, but to whom should they 
come for forgiveness when weak and repentant, if not 

tons?" 



"But I won*t believe my Mark has been going on 
as she hinted," said Janet, through her tears, as she 
walked away, weeping bitterly, and clinging tightly 
to Rich's arm. 

"No; it is impossible," replied Rich; and with the 
feeling upon her that it washer duty to suffer for all 
in turn, and be calm and patient, she fought down 
}ier own longing to burst into a passionate fit of 
weeping, and walked on to resume her watch by her 
father's side, where he lay still insensible^ as if in a 
fcleep which must end in death, 

"Bich dear, if it is true, and poor Mark was drugged 
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Hud robbed, the wretch who did it shall be brought 
to justice, shall he not?" 

"Tes," said Rich, as she clasped the weeping girl 



to her breast. 

And as she sat there in the silent chamber, 
through the dark watches of the night, at times a 
feeling of exultation and joy filled her breast, while 
at others a hot pang of rage shot through her, and 
she felt that she could slay the wretch who had 
raised a hand against him who had returned to her 



as from the dead. 



CHAPTER XIII. 



JANET 18 HAUNTED. 



A FORTNIGHT passed, and Mark was able to join 
his sister at her lodging, from which she was out all 
day. 

It was very hard work, that lesson-giving at dif- 
ferent houses, but little Janet trudged on from place 
to place, rarely ever traveling by omnibus unless ab- 
solutely obliged, so that she might economize and 
make her earnings help out her income of twenty- 
one pounds per annum. 

Rather a small sum in London, but it was safe, 
Seven hundred pounds' worth of stock in the Three 
per Cents., and bringing in ten pounds ten shillings 
every half-year. 

One evening, as she was returning on foot, walking 
very rapidly, so as to get back as soon as possible 
to Mark, her heart sank, and she felt faint in spirit 
as she thought of her future and its prospects. To 
go on teach, teach, teach, and try to make stupid 
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gMs aohi6T6&omet!y»gi%pproa<;kiiig skill da Baud' 

ling their brashes, so thatparanismiglitbesaiii9fie4 
For, poor girl, she found what most teaohers dc^ 
that when a child does not progress, it is-aJways thj 
instruetor'a fault, not that of the disciple. 

"I shall be better when I've hsid some tea," feie 
Bai<l to herself, as the tears gathered in her ej^^. 
** Wh\ do I murmur so? Eich never coaaplains^ and 
her troubles are as great as mine. laughttoba gkid 
and rejoice that poor Mark has come baok safely, 
and— tliere he is again." 

Janet's little heart beat wildly with fear as a tall 
muffle d-up figure appeared from a doorway in the 
sombre-looking square into which she had turned 
from the street wJiere she gave lessons three after- 
noons a week, and followed her at a short distance 
}>eUiud 

For two monthb past, evening after evening, that 
figure had been there, making her heart palpitate as 
^ho thought of what a weak, helpless? little cro&ture 
she- v\as, and how uuprotected in this busy world. 

It was hard work to keep steadily on without look- 
ing round, without starting off at a run. Her breast 
seemed filled with that wild scream which she 
longed to utter, but dared not, telling hersdf that 
to seem afraid or to notice the figure was to iiivite 

assault. 

" Oh, if Mark would only get well," she thought, 
*' or if Eich could come and meet me !" 

Then she called herself a coward, and otepped 
daintily on along the nauddy street, :«roiid«ring 



her it woidd be possiWe to go by - soma ^ c 
and so avoid tMs - shadow M^hteh 4o@eGid 



iteps. 
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Th<iit<WM one way to get ovei* it — to mftniivH it 
to dicB^ Afid abIc ber to bid H^ndou wait for b^r and 
s«e her hom«. But tliat, she said, she would soouor- 
die tk*n do: bo sh^ had tried four dififereat wavx o{ 
reaching hbin6,and always Mitli thp figure followi>ijj^ 
her to the door of tUo hoii.>e whore she iod'j^oil. ami" 
where Mark sat waiting for her to coiiio. 

Tt was alwlkjs the same: the mufflod-np ri^av^ 
followed her closely, and kept on tlic s.nao sid^i of 
the way till «he reached her door, whou it itohs(^<] 
over, and waited till nhe went in, hrcafhless A»id 
trembliiig. 

Over andover again the little friglitened girl tried 
to devise some plan, but all in vaia ; till this ni^'bt nf 

the foggy winter she was cro<;siug the street, ro- 
joicing thatd&he- was so near home, when tliere w.ir 
a shout, a horse's hot breath was upon her cheek, 
and she was sent staggering sideways, and would 
have fallea had not the muffled-up figure been at 
hand, caught her in his arms, and borne Lor to the' 
pavemeiit,^hiie the cab diBflppeared in the yellow 
mist' 

" My own darling i Are you hurt?'* ho rried p-as-^ 
sionately. 

"HendonJ Youl" she panted. 

*' Yes, If' he irtkid. « You aw hurl 1" 

'* No, no,'' she cried; "only frightened* The hurs» 
Btruck my shoulder. But-^but? was it you fwho fol- 
]owed:^mtp *4if evy iiigii(» all the wajhome? 

" YiaSf * ba Baid, coldly mow, " you* knew it waa 

'* Idid not," she retorledvangrily; and iUen in hall 



If 



hj»4cri«dLstanM^ " howdars you ^o on brightening: 
zne night after night like this? It hasbeen horribU* 
Too h^r^ made «Qa ilL " 
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** Made you ill?" he said ** How could I let jon 

go about all alone these dark evenings ? I was for- 
bidden to talk to you as I wished, but there was no 
reason why I should not watch over you. How's 
Mark ?" 

" Getting better/* said Janet, drawing a breath of 
relief at her companion's sudden change in the con- 
versation ; for she felt that had he continued in that 
same sad reproachful strain she must have hung 
upon his arm, and sobbed and thanked him for his 
chivalrous conduct. There was something, too, so 
sweet in the feeling that he must love her very 
dearly in spite of all the rebuffs he had received ; 
and somehow as they walked on, a gleam of sunny 
yellow came through the misty grays and dingy 
drabs with which from her mental color-box she had 
been tinging her future life. There was even a dash 
of ultramarine, too — a brighter blue than her eyes 

and her heart began to beat quite another tune, , 

"May I come and walk home with you every 
night?" said Hendon at last, as, after repeated as- 
surances that she was not hurt, they stopped at last 
at the street door. ; 

*' No," she said decidedly ; and her little lips were 
tightly compressed, so that they should not give vent 
to a sob. 

'' How cruel you are, Janet !" 

"For trying to do what is right," she said firmly. 
'* What would your sister say if, after all that haa 
passed, I were to be so weak ? " 

" May I follow you at a distance, as I have done 
all this time ? " he pleaded. 

*'No, You have only frightened me almosi to 
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death," she replied. *' Will you come up and sea 
poor Mark ? " 

" Not to-night," he said bitterly ; " I couldn^tbear 
it no'w. Janet, if I go to the bad, it won't be all my 
fault I know I'm a weak fellow, but with some- 
thing to act as ballast, I should be all right. What 
have I done that jou should be so cold?" 

For answer, Janet held out hrr hand. 

" Good-night, Mr. Chartlcy/' slie said quietly; but 
Ixe did not take the hand, only turned away, walk- 
ing rapidly along the street , while, fighting hard 
to keep from burstiiig into a violent fit of sobbing, 
Janet hurried up to her room, to find her brother 
looking haggard and wild as he slowly paced the 
floor. 



CHAPTER XIV. 



MAKK HEATH IN THE DARK. 

"No — KO — no!" Always the same determined 
answer to the declarations of Janet that some steps 
should be taken to investigate the affairs of the 
night on which her brother had first reached London, 

"No," he said; **I will have nothing done. Let 
me get well, and away from here. *' Fve escaped 
with mv life." 

'' And what will jon do, Mark ?" asked Janet, as 
she sat by his side. 

*' Try again," he said. "But I must first get well." 

He had heard that the doctor was ill, but every- 
thing else had been kept from him, till one evening, 
AS he was seated by the fire at Janet's neat little lodg- 
ijijrs, and his sister was called down to see a visitor. 
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She had a suspicion of who it wits, attd fouad 
Biohmpnd waiting. 

'^(Jome up and see him." 
jiicluaond hesitated. 

" 1 must not stay long,*' she said, "My father 
fjvU for me if J am awav." 



" And T am situated almost the same. Mark does 
not like t(j be kft". Come up, dear, and help me to 
pf rsuiulo him that lie ought to ompioy the police." 

"No, iio! (]on*t talk of them/' said Richmond, 
^sitb n felnulder. *^ 1 ^^ant the horrr^r at our house 
fojgottteiij and they keep remiediiig me that thela^ 

does not sleep.' 

"Why, Eit'h. lunv btiangel3 you talk! " 
'*Slruugely, dear! Xo. Only it comes back like 

a nightmare ever since thai terrible aifair, so soon 

a^ it is mentioned. I «eem to be wandering about 
tlie liouse i)! misery, ffver, and pain, trjing to see 
thtough a mist that! cannot pen^itate. I don't 
know hoAv it its or what it means, but I haye this 
liorrible thuus^ht troublin^j^ me, that I came down 
tliat night to go to the surger}', and that Isawsome- 

tliiiiu." 

'* Saw something! Saw wlmt?" 

''A\il that is what I cannot tell," said Bich with 
a blanldcr. ** F was better tliis morning, and more 
ho])rfu]. My poor father seemed a little clearer in 
his mind, Imt the past is all a blank to him." 

'' He knew mc, dear, when 1 came yesterday." 

" Oh, ye$ ! and he knoAvs me well eBOUgh. He 
talks sensibly about what is goiug on aro^und him; 
l)ut that xiight when he was struck down, the Mows 
tieemed to break away the connection ' betveau ihm 
f rftsent aud the past. The physician, whoha* seen 
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him, days ^ery little, but I can seethut lx« cousiilerii, 
th6 ease hopeless." 

" OL, don't say that, dear ! We niust all liope. 1 
hope to be Bomething better some day than a noox* 
teacher. Gome up now, and help me to per^^u.vl^a 
Mark to have in the police." 

" No, no !" cried Eich hastily. 

'* Why not, dear?" ThiBt what it meaiiH if ii i^ 
true about the diamonds;, and we could gtjl; ilwui 

back " 

"But it cannot be true, Janet ; and as to tlir pn^ 
lice, they mate me shudder. They were afeoui- house 
this morniug to see Hendoii, and with him my fuUipr, 
to try whether they could revive his laeuiui y. and 
get hold of a clue to those men who came to uat 
house that night, and they have found out uoihlng; 
They say they are straining every nerve 3iow to fiiid 
that ipoov boy. They think he must hold the clue.'* 

*' I think I could find it all out if I tried/' ^ai4 
Janet. " Had your father any enemies?'' 

Bichmond shook her head. 
" Any one to whom he owed monev? " 
Bichmond started, and her thoughts revert^nl ^^ 
Poynter. 

"No, no, no — impossible! Let it rest, don?-. I 
have ihol^ht over it, till it nearly drives me v)m\ ! '* 
she cried excitedly. 

" It is Tery strange/' continued Janet musin'^ly* 
"I doaH like to let it rest, and there is our troubl*?, 
too, Bich dear, has it ever ocourted to you that it 
musi ha^e been the same night when' poor Mark w^jt 
found wandering about? * 
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"Yos, dear. I have calculated it out from wl^afe 
the hospital sister told me. It was the same uight." 

Kich looked at her woncleringly. 

"It was, dear," continued Janet. " "While you 
had that horror at home, 1 was sleeping here com- 
fortably, and poor Mark was wandering about the 
cruel streets half wild." 

Rich made a gesture to her friend to be silen^, and 
Janet passed her arm about her waist, to lead L^'v 
upstairs, but with the full determination to try juid 
make some investigation. For thougli there wore 
times when the thought of her brother having 
brought home a bag of diamonds seemed mythical, 
and the birth of his diseased imagination — especially 
as he never named them now — at other times visions 
of comparative wealth had come to her, in the rnidsfc 
of which she seemed to see herself with Hend >n, 
and her old companion and her brother happily 
looking on. 

Mark was seated gaziiig moodily at the firo as 
Richmond entered with his sister, and he ro3d to 
take her hands, and lead her to a cliair. 

But somehow both seemed constrained and 
troubled by thoughts which they kept from each 
other. 

" I know," said Janet to herself, "it's that dr^ad* 
ful money which is keeping them apart, and if I 
don't do something, Mark w ill be going off again to 

seek his fortune, and it is like condemning poor Rich 
and himself to a life of misery and waiting." 

She sat working, but furtively watching the ocLers 
all the while. 

" Thia poyerty i% killing ua all," she said to he??* 
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self at last. '^ and I will speak. It may be tme, savdi 
h© shall do aomething to find out." 
"Mark dear,*' she said aloud, "I haT« something 



»» 
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to say. 

« Indeed I Well, what is it? 

"I've come to the conclusion that, noir you at© 
better, you ought to speak out like a man, and 



»» 



"StopT* he said hoarsely. 

"No, Mark, I shall not stop," cried Janet decided- 
ly, " You say that you went to a friend's house that 
night with all your money and — and treasure." 

"Girl! will you be silent?" he cried savagely. 

"No," said Janet, laughing. " I want you to see 
this matter as I do. Whoever this man is, he ought 
to be forced to give up what he must have stoleu 
from you. If you will not stir, I shall." 



» 



" You will ? 

" Yes ; I shall take counsel with Hendon agaia.'' 
" Again?" almost yelled Mark. 
Yes, sir, again. We have spoken over the mat* 



u 



ter together, and he agrees that the police ought to 
be seen, and that you must make this friend give up 
what he has taken," 



You'll drive me mad, Janet. Hendon thinks 
this? 
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Yes ; and we are going to do it at onoe, for the 
sake of you and Bich* 
" You shall not stir I" cried Mark fiercely. 

**Why not?" interposed Bich, taking his hand. 
*' I think with my brother and Janet now, maoh as 
I dislike these investigations." 

" You think so — ^you?" cried Mark wildly. 

" Ye$» Why not ?" said Bich. « Mark dsar, why 



TM Tas Bii0 OF duu^km; 

sliottld jDH fiiilbk from »pMHii% ov^T^ 76ud«ir 

have no uuworthy itfotit*^^ 
" Unwoj^hf HDotive ? No," he 8Aad Wtteily- "I 

giyo up everything to spare another/* 

*' Then you shall not/' &edd Janet fthoaly. - ^*Your 

duty iytiC) Bu^xziiotjd here; your paromiddd wfo." 

'* Yes/' sadd Mark moodilyj "jnydaty ia-to Bioa 
here, my promised wife/* 

'* And y^fe for the sate of some unworthy^ 'wreloh, 
you msdcer^hear s^er — yes, sir, and lae too. Why, 
Eich, dear lUch, what i% the matter ?" 

She £ew to her friend's side, and caught her hasdg; 
for Eioh had started from her chair, looking -wildly 
from one to the other, as, sthiggling $d it wer6 from 
out of a confused mist, how revived she could not 
tell, there came back to her, memory by memorj, 
the scenes of that terrible nighi Yes : she remem- 
bered now, though it still seemed like a dream'— a 
fragmentary, misty dream. 

Yes, that was the clue ! Janet had said it was 
upon that same night that Mark had returned — ^had 
been found senseless in the sllreets. 

"Don't, don't speak to me for a minute f"eh« 
cried, as she foi^ht hard to recall everything — th¥ 
maddening pain that night, the visit "to the surgery^ 

the chlOTal she had obtained and taken, and tKen 
that strange wild sleep. 

Yes ; sha rec^^ed it^ow. She dreamed she Kitd 
come down to fetch something else from the snidery 



to allay the agony she suffered, and- that i\i& door 
was locked, and th^t she had heard" Toices — h«ir 



father's voice, Mark's voice — yes, it' wa^ MariP«* 
voioa; aid she had stood ther^ it^x^Mx^^^ it 
d^'«#i(^ ^fA that mtnM'pia^iaih&^d^wm ' 



Bttt now. fcke Toice wag here in this room, asd he 

oaughi; her haud with a wildly suspicious jo0kia his 

eye. 

"What are you thinking?" he said. 

She ti^Add. .upon hii^ sharply. 

"The name of your friend with whom you iook 
i;^63g6 that ^ight?" she said; and her eyes flashed as 
ahB gazod searohinglj in his. 

He daropped her hand, and turned away, with iiin 
li^ compressed and face contracted. 

" Mark," she cried> " why do you not speak ? Where 
did you ^ that night when you returned ?" 

He looked at her for a moment, and then turned 
away again. ** I do not know," he said hoarsely. 

"It is not true," cried Eick "You mx^t speak 
now. It was to our house you came." 

" What !" 

"I remember now. I heard your voice. You 
were with mj father — in the surgery." 

"Eich," he said, almost saTagely,-ashe caizght Iwr 
wrist, " think of what you are saying !" 

" Eioh dear, don't say that !" cried Janet pite- 
<>u3ly. 

"I know what lam saying," she said excitedly; 
aj3d thougjt^ her face was calm, it was evident that 
she was suffering terribly. 

"No, np/* he cried; "no, dear, you are wrong." 

" No, Mark, I am right : you told us you took ref- 
uge with a friend — that friend was my father." 

*^ What 1 'Biehy do you know what you are saying 
--da ToaAmw what this means if the poli^ shoald 
haarr 

'^JEeit*' rfijl varied ; th^ dearii^ up x>l ^ tei^bl« 
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mystery ; perhaps the restoration of all that you 
have lost." 

''Janet, is she mad?" cried Mark, *'Do you not 
see what all this meaus ?" 

Janet shook her head with a helpless look on her 
face, 

'* Then I ^^11 tell you," he thandered : "it means 
rnin — misery to ns alL Girl, for pity's sake, be si- 
lent ! Eich, dear Eich, I love j'ou with a man's first 
si rung love. Have I not slaved for you all these 
years, to win you for my own true wife ? Don't 
d()n*t raise this up between \is. What is poverty to 
siu^.h a shadow as this ?" 

** I do not understand you," she cried ; " but it is 
true. You did come to my father's house that 
night." 

He gazed at her in blank despair. 

" Why do you look at me like that? Do you not 
see the light?" 

" The light !" he cried, with a bitter laugh. '' I see 
you — the woman I love — trying to force me into a 
position which I would sooner die than hold. Hush, 
for mercy's sake ! No, no, no!" he muttered; and 
then aloud, " Call it a lie, or a desperate man's last 
cry for help. I did not come to your father's house 
that night" 

Rich gazed at him in blank astonishment for the 
moment, and then she flung her arms about his neck, 
and with her eyes close to his, she cried. 

** What are you thinking — that it was my father 
who dragged and robbed you, or mv brother ? Oh, 

Mark r 
ghe seemed to throw him off as she stepped back^ 
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her pale f ac© flushing, and a look of indignani ang«r 
in her eyes. 

"What does this mean?" cried Janet; bat her 
■words fell unheeded. 

" Shame on you ! You are sdlent. How could 



you think this thing?" 

"Heaven help me !" gi'oanedMark, "And I fought 
so hard !*' 

By a sudden revulsion of feeling, Bich turned to 
him again, and with her sweet rich voice, full of the 
agony of her heart, she caught his hands. 

" How could you think it of him, Mark! My poor 
gentle-hearted father! Do you not see? Did you 
not tell us that you were hunted from place to place 
by those men?" 

" Eich, mj darling," groaned Mark, as he strained 
hep to his breast, **do you not see that you are dig- 
ging a gulf between us, and that you will soon be 
standing on the other side, shrinking from me in ab- 
horrence as the man who has brought this charge 
against your father? And God knows how I have 
striven to bear all in silence !" 



'' But, Mark 

"Eich, it is your doing, not mine!" he cried wildly. 
*' What are the diamonds to the loss of you ?" 

'' But, Mark," she cried impetuously, " this is mad- 
ness. You suspect him. You shall speak now- — ^ou 
shall. You have thought my father did this thing?" 

" You drag it from me," he groaned. "I do." 

"Oh, shame!" cried Eich mond, shrinking from 
him; "to suspect the poor old man, who nearly died 
in your defence." 

**What 1 " cried Mark. 

" Whom we found struck dawn bleeding, and whom 
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I am B^^lectiag, oo^^ when he is ho^rii^ iklmosi 
between life and death — neglecting that I midh% 
coiae to him whom I thoaght the soul of chinurj 
and faith." 

"Stop !" cried Mark^ in a harsh voice, as he re- 
leased Bich, who straggled from him, aoid stood 
vntii his hancto pressed to his ejea "Janet, I^re 
been off mj head. I seem to think wildly now aad 
then; Do I he«>r her aright, or am I still confused? 
What does she say ? 

I — I don't quite know myself," faltered Janet, 



i» 



« 



bursting iuito tears. 



" Aud yet I seem to understand/' cried Miu-k ex- 
citedly. ''Bich dearest^ speak to me again. Your 

father found — struck down — ^in my defence ?" 
" Yes, that is what I said," replied Bich Cfddlj. 
** Struck down in my defence. I did not know of 

this." 
" You — ^you knew he was very ill," sobbed 




** Yes ; but I knew no more. 



» 



" How could we tell you when you were nearly 
dead ? " sobbed Janet ; " and the doctor said yctt 



were not to be troubled in any way." 

Mark Heath stood as if dazed for a few minotas* 
striring to think coherently, and master ihe delusioii/- 
usder which he^ had been sufferiz^g. 

" Bich/' he cried at lasi^ " {or God'a sakls, tell mo 
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OHAPTEB XV. 



X PHTSICXiU^ UKHBAZaX 



James 'Po^nms. sat polishing bis hftt with Jbk 
hafidkei^chief, aad etaring at Hendon with a c<m- 
traetioQ^ half smile^ half gnu, npou his face. 

I tell yott I can't pay you. You forced the j&ouey 



if 



mpon me." 



"I forced it on you I Oome, that's a good one I 



Now, are jtm going to pay ? 



if 



it 



You know I can't, Poynter. You must waii 
'*Nofc likely. " Well, I must have my mosey, 
what your father owes me toa" 

I have only your word that he does owe 



, ■ i't 



u 




»■■ 



Hfltoney, James Poynter." 

"All right, Mr. Hendon; goon. Insult me. Tb9 
more patient I am the more advantage you take. Aak 
him if he don'fc" 

"Ask him?" said the young man bitterly; **yott 
know his mind is as good as gone." 

**Is it as bad as that?" said Poynter, with as- 
«jEuned pity, but his eyes twinkling with eagerness, 
as he wound the handkerchief round and round* 

" Bad ? yes. Millington, our best man, saw him 

yesterday, and he says nothing but an operation and 
xalsis^ the bone pressing on the brain will relieve 



him; and at his age he would not be responsible for 
the restdf 

Foy^it^ drew <& breath £aU of aatisfaotion, and 

smiled at hisjooUahod hat 
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'' Well, I think the operation onght to be per- 
formed, 8o as to bring him to his senses again. Poor 
old boy ! He does seem queer. I asked him — " 



" What, you spoke to that poor old man about 
your cursed debt ! " cried Hendon furiously. 

" Of course I did. Cursed debt, indeed ! Why, 
IVe behaved as well as a man could behave. Look- 
ye liere, do you want me to sell you up ? " 

Hendon uttered an ejacitlation, and, writhing under 
his impotence, he began pacing the old dining-room, 
while with a show of proprietorship James Poynter 
set down his hat, put his handkerchief therein, took 
out his case, and selected a cigar. 

"Have a weed?" he said, nipping the end of the 
one he was about to smoke. 

" D — ^n you, and your cigars too I " cried the young 
man furiously. 

" Thank ye, cub ! " said Poynter, lighting up. 
" There, you won't make me waxy. I'm a true friend 
in disguise. Ah, this is one of a boo lot I bought 
Have one, old man." 

Hendon made a fierce gesticulation, and scowled 

2B the grinning face. 

"How long are you going to stop here?" he 
said. 

"Long as I like. P'raps I shall have the hotlse 
done up, and come and live here." 

"What? 

"Ah ! what indeed ! Suppose I bought the lease 
of the governor ? What have you got to say to that?" 

Hendon glared at him wildly. 

"How's the little angel — Janet ? 



>f 



Hendon's hands clenched, and he ground his 
teethe while Poynter laughed at hiBk 
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" So the big brother's out of th« hospital ; got 



©vex lils D. T., and lodging with his sister, eh?" 

Hendou made no reply. 

"' Come, old chap/' continued Poynter, "have a 
cigar, aiid do try aiul be sensible. I don't want 
to do liotliing hard, but of course a man must fight 
for bis own hand. I haven't come here to sell you 
up. but to bring j^ou to your senses, like the friend 
I always was. Now look here, Hendon, this bro- 
tliiir seems to be as loose a fish as a girl could have 
for a relation ; but Miss Heath's as smart a little lass 
a^. eer stepped 

" Have the goodness to leave Miss Heath's name 
alone, sir." 

" Waxy again. Kow look here, Hendon, rm a 
rich man. Suppose I say to you, my lad, look out 
for a snug little practice; I'll lend you the money- 
can't aiToid to give it — buy the practice, and mBXtj 
Ja;i8t. Isn't that being a friend ?" 

Eendon went on pacing the room. 

*' Sulky, eh ? All right: answer me this, then. 
Shouldn't I make your sister a better husband than 
this Hark Heath ? Come, be sensible; take me up- 
stairs to see her. Now, at once. Let me make things 
pleasant for all of you. What's the good of beiiig 
enemies, when we might be friends?** 

" Friends !" 



" Better than being master and slave, eh, Hendon^ 
my lad ? Borrower slave to the lender, eh ?" 

"Ah!" ejaculated Hendon. 

" Come, come, you're sensible now. Take me up- 
stairs, and let's have it out with Rich.'* 

'*Tv~ith Eieh 1" cried Hendon passionately, 

' There, don't yoa be so cocky, young man. I 
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eall yeinr J^ieti Jenxiy* Yes, with Eiok ; my 

own'dear-^aiizi^ Bidk SSieit^ ! Sbw do you liko 

that ? Now then, let's get it over. 

M.J fiister is not at home/' 

^' T^n we'll go up and see the old man ; and let'i 

h&sa what he'll say to it alL He won't deny thai 

he's in my debt." 

'^Poor old fellow, no," groaned Hendon to him-i 

self. 

"I say," said Poynier, tnrning grave, "where'a 
Rich ? She hasn't gone to see that sailor chap ?" 

" I don't know whom you mean by ' sailor chap,' " 
said Hendon bitterly. 

" Then I'll tell von," he said. " I mean Mark 
Heath, and I've got a theory of my own about him. 

"Curse you aud your theories!" cried Hendon 
fsercely, 

*' Yes, and bless me and my money," said Poynter, 
laizgliingly. 

" Stop ! Where are you going ? " 

"This is my house, or as good as mine," said 
Poynter; "and I'm going up to see my poor old 
Jather-in-law to be. I don't think he's properly 
seen to, and I mean to have him off down to the 
seaside, to try and pull him round. Coming? " 

Hendon was so much staggered by his visitor's 
cool insolence that Poynter was at the foot of the 
«tMircase before he thought to follow ; and then, 
feeling that tliis man had a hold upon him that he 
dared not shake off, he followed him upstairs, and 
iaato the sparely-furnished front drawing-room into 

be doctor had been lying aU tiirough las 

aa Beated where he could Me ih& wisdov. 



iUness. 




ita ioriied his head to Eli2abeth»^ who WM Vi 

"Ib that EmOi?" he said foebly* 

'^Ka, doei^i it's me, coxae fo? a bit of adn<% 
cried Poynter- "Here," he said, iuxxat^; to tiW 
mai^ te he^'wfai^ed iiis handkerchief roimd hutlud, 
''jtm be oft'* 

Elizabeth left the room, wiping her ejea, tokd 
PojtifeeHr sat down beside the doctor, and skook' 
hands.^ 

"Why," I ought to feel your pulse now^ and b«4^ 
yea mine/' he said boisterously. 

''Gladt& see^yOUyMr. Poynter. Pretty well, thanife 
you. Is my Bich coming ? 

" To be sure she i% old boy. Now^ L just w«tt# a 
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co©y%lmt'wtth^ott abemiBi<^ 
" About Bich ? Yes, yes," 

" Ton remember how I proposed fe^ her f* 

The doctor looked at him bli^iUy; and i^iooif' liji 
hea<fc » ** Is Bich coming, Hendon ? he said. 

**Xes, father; she is here," he cried; for thefi^wM 
the Bcmnd of wfaeel% and running to the window^ iba 
smiled grimly as he saw who descended from the esik^ 

'^ Might b»ve ' stopped a little longer," gnu«yei 
Poyfi^' to 'himsell " It don't matter; the gMie*« 

Ha staartc^^m hi&ineat as. he saw Bich ent«r ttie 
room, closely followed by Mark Heath and. J^ifiei, 
t&wiidffi 5^001 ^rarried with outstt^oludd ImubA^, 
and after a little hesitatioi^ two Uttle^ dark imll- 
mKi&vA^f^:(l^i^$iaaAM^ were pibe^i;!^ 

^ ^rtrong graap. 



»» 
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•* Dearest father," said Rich softly, as she hvmed 
to the old man's side. 

"Ah," he said, taking her hands, and fondling 
them, while a brighter smile came into his pleasant 
vacant face; " that's better — that's better. Here's 
Mr, — Mr. — Mr. 

"Poynter, doctor," said that individnal, glad ^ an 
opportunity to remove his eyes from Mark's, irhich 
■were gazing at him rather inimically. 

"Yes, yes, Mr. Poynter come to see ns, Bich. 

''And I have come to see you too, doctor," said 
Mark. " You remember me? " 

The doctor looked up at him keenly, and then 
shook his head, and, with a troubled look m his 

eyes. 

"No," he said. " No— no— no." 

" Hah! " ejaculated Poynter, with a smile of satiS'- 
faction. 

"Mark Heath, father dear," said Rich gently* 
*' Don't you remember Mr. Heath, who went io th« 
(^ape ? "' 

" Heath ? " said the doctor ; " Heath— Heath ? No 

no," he added thoughtfully, " Glad to see Mr. 
Heath. Friend of Hendon's?" His words were 
calm, but he seemed to wince. 

" No, doctor : I'm Hendon's friend," saidPoyBter, 
Vtdth a laugh ; and he gave his hat a loving wipe. 

"Yes, Mr. Poynter. You came to see me the day 
before yesterday. I remember — remember, I pre- 
scribed- 
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"That's right, sir; that's right," cried Poynter, 
with one of his horse laughs. 

'^Is this man going, Hendon?'^ whispered HImA 

impatiently. 
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** Ke, 31j. Mark Heatli, lie ain't," said Poynter 
fiercely^ " Speak lower if you don't want people to 
hear^weVe got sharp ears in the City, and I'm not 

**No, no; Mr. Poynter has eome to see me," said 
the doctor, gazing in a frightened way at Mark. 
" Don't go, Mr. Poynter, It's very dull here." 

"I'm not going, doctor. It's all right," said the 
unwelcome visitor. ''You're going to set me right." 

" You'll excuse me — Mr. Poynter, I think," said 
Mark; " but I have some private business to transact 
withDr. Ohartley." 

" Yes, I'll excuse you as much as you like. I've 
got private business with Doctor Chartley, too." 

"Why, Mark," cried Hendon, "have you found 
out anything about your loss ?" 

"Yes. No. Well, yes; I have learned something," 
cried Mark excitedly, and he glanced again angrily 
at Poynter, 

But the latter's unwelcome presence seemed to 
be ignored by all, in the intense excitement of the 
moment. For Eich threw herself upon her knees at 
her father's feet, and took his hands. 

"Father dear," she said gently, "I want you to 
try Mid remember something." 

"Yes, my dear, yes — certainly, certainly," said the 
old man, bending down to kiss her tenderly. 

" That night, you know, when — when you were 

taken ill." 

'.'Yes, my love , that night I was taken ill ? Was 
I feien ill ?'• 

"Yes, dear; but you are nearly well now. Do 
you remember Mr. Hdath oeming? Try and remam- 
b^, dear" 
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mim^A4io hi^iooidngi^hQukl^^<m^(i»<f^ekl ;ai0fi^p^n 



self m%h a whisk of his handkerchief aroi»|4 ^ 
hai 

JBel^h) dear? This is Mr<. fieath, ^m^s^- 

JBefttkF' and ik^ doctor's face^grew t^^tibled. 

Ym, yes. Do you xexaember «M8r€omiai^^to<*'6ee 



«c 



if 



yott?*' 

Tke doctor looked from one to ib^ ot}M^,'4md 
«ko<^ his head. 

*'0h, father, dear father, for my sfifce try^g' ^md 

Biek "Do you not remember his eoaning ta^^yoo?'* 

'Ske doctor put his hand tobhJ^ he^, tta4 4p<^i5ed 
wiUOj round. 

" Ko," he said at last " No, I dou*t.th^k4 hwB 
a^fts Mr. Heath before; " but tha wild look jn^As-etill 
i& Jbii& eyes. 

"Don't say that, doctor," said Mark^^tak^l^ Ms 
IuumL " Ton haye forgotten, Pon*t^ymi re^a^sd^er ? 
That dreatWul fc^gy night, I eame to you, s^ jon 
-let jQd into the surgery ? 

"Yes, dear, yon recollect,'* cried Bich, pil^usly* 
I was utterly exhausted, and worn oT^tr^Tery 
mneh <ixcited," continued Mark. "Xou took^^ into 
&B oansulting-roozn, and I lay dow^i upon ^ »ofa. 
Tou ^;ave me brandy, and some narcotic." 

"Brandy and « narcotic," said the doctor,. s^^ng; 
^ rather a strange mixture. Did I ? " 

"Yes ; you recollect now ? " ^dJIark eageriy. 

The doctor looked at him intently, and tbian 0tt 
^ tSA ; but ended by^ shaking^.hi^hiea4idowly. 

'^Jffo," he said, "I danotrre^oliect" 

" All this ill maddening ! " muttered Marfe^ " }wt 
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tmt urn m m^jmmm ISk 

3pes were t^^idtag an^ thM« 




tinned excitedly, " try and recoUecfc" 

Bioh ; and Poynter gtmoA bis ieaiiii, m he felt^ifint 
hewQul&gtyd to evokes the-siame i&tetest Ipr ititt*- 



self. 



"I will 'toy, aoy love/' said ihe doctor bla&dij^. 
»* Of COIUIS&'' 

*' Then j0& remember X ttid you I had jast oMii« 
frosnr tbe^Oape ; tiiat I had a, bs^ of ^diamonds in a^ 
breas<rF* 

Poyntei^ tu^r^ a sneering latigh^ whieh m»dB 
Heath wince, and turn upon him wrathfuUy. 

" Diamoiwis ? did you say a bag of diamoaAa^ *' 
Sfiod the'doetor« 

"Yes, yes; you remember." 
"Was it 
nxonds ?" 

t4 \f^^ ^M 
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FeS) ol ooifrser it was ; btit I could tmat uo ofl» 
b^ loy^lfi ¥ou resafimber tliea, cbetor?'' 
Dr. GfaairtlGry paused^ foie^ & £&w momeBts^ $ni 

"No," he said l^mdly, ''I do not reinMrt>Mi 

Diamonds, yon say?" 

" Yes, yes, diamonds !" 

" I hope they were not lost," said the doctor 
simply- 

"Yes; lost, lost I" cried Mark frantically. '^Thfi 
iiight you were struck down !" 



Here, hold hard !" cried Poynter sharply. " Loek 
e, Mr. Mark Heath, you came here that night?" 
Why do you interfere, sir?" 
Never xaiad. Fr'aps ! know something.** 
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** Tou know something ? 

"P'r'ape bo. Tou say you came here — lait?' 

'*Tes, very late." 

"That night the doctor was struck down? 

" Yes ; but why do you ask ?" 

"Because, you scoundrel, we're got the clue at 
last, Tou were the man I" 

So sudden was the charge thai Mark literally stag- 
gered back, and, weak from his illness, he gasped, 
and looked to a superficial observer as much like a 
guilty man as ever recoiled from a sudden denuncia- 
tion. But as a wave of the advancing tide merely 
retires to gain fresh force^ Mark Heath recovered 
himself. 

" You scoundrell" he cried; and he would have 
sprung at Poynter's throat, but for the restraining 

arm of Janet and Hendon. 

"Scoundrel yourself!" cried Poynter savagely. 
V Look at his face I Here — the police 1" 

He strode towards the door, upon which at that 
moment there was a loud tapping; and before he 
could reach it, Bob stood in the opening, very rough 



had 



been washed since he was misised. 
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CHAPTER XVL 



BOB IS EXPLANATORY. 



"Hebe, boy," cried Pojnter, "quick! Fetch a 
policemaru Hulf-a-crowu." 

He thrust Lis hand into Ms pocket, but at that mo- 
ment even that outrageously Large sum had not the 
slightest efltect upon the boy, who looked quickly 
round from one to the other till Siis eyc^ lit upon 
Mark, at whom he rushed "with the aofciou of a well- 
trained dog, seizing him by the anu juid breast of 
hi« coat, and clinging tightly. 

''Tve got him,'* he said shrilly. 'Tetcli the per- 
]icc. IVe got hfm, Miss Hieh; I see him come that 

night." 

Poynt^r raised his fist, and strxxck it into his open 
hand. 

" I knew it I" he cried. " I know I was ri^^hfc ! Non-, 
Mr. Mark Heath, what have you got to say?'* 

" Hendon, lad, lay hold of this boy. He's mad." 

" No, I ain't," cried Bob. " Had 'nufi*to make me, 
tlxough." 
- " Let go, you dog ! " roared Mark. 

"All right, Pm a-going to/* said the boy, shrink- 
ing away as Kich came to him. 

^^Bob," she cried, " what is this you're saying? " 

" Well, I d' know, Miss," he said, scratching his 

head; " and I don't think now itweerhim. ButPll 

sweer he come and told the doctoi' as the perlioe or 

aoBM OBA wafi filter him." 
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*• Yes, boy, yes ; I did come, but you were not 



there/* 

" Wom't I ? Yes, I was," SJtid tlie boy, grfiming. 

** I see you come, and you'd got one o* them 
long-fcail ulcers and a broad-brimmed h&t; and 
the doctor — I say, Miss, is he better ? '* 

"Yes, yes, Bob ; but pray go on." 

" I am glad tho gov'ner's better. It soai-ed me. I 
thought he was a dead 'un." 

The boy looked round, and gave everybody a 
confidential nod, including **'Lisbeth," "sv'ho was 
standing at the door, crying, and smiling with satis- 
faction by turns. 

"But you say you saw me come!'* cried Mark, 
while Poynter stood looking on in trinmph. 

"See you come? Course I did. I know'd roa 
d'reckly, but I don't think it was you as did it." 

" No, boy, it was not I. But where were you?" 

" Wheer %vas I ? Ah ! you wouldn't know, I wag 
afraid o' the doctor- dropping onto me lor being 



it 



>» 



there, and I skipped into the bone box. 

" Whatr' cried Hendon. 

" I did, sir, !strue as goodness. There's lot's o' 
room, and I could Just lift up the lid and peep, and 
that's how I see him come, 

"You young rascal ?" muttered Hendon; wkite the 
^doctor sat quietly smiling, asif it were scmtetiiing 
got up for his special amusement. 

**^hen the doctor he took you into his room, a^ad 
you 4iad some brati'-water hot. I smelt it. And 
■iben he come and got down one o' the bottles^ aaid 
Vnisk^d you up a doHop o' ph^'sic; and I hcarei you 
>M%th si-b aC^sdng away, and ta&ing about wh«!^r /ci^'d 



ti 
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sleep, ancV somehaw^ that seat loae off, 
'^ What ! iu that box Tvith those—" 

''Oil, yes, I don't mind them, I often niptt na 
there ^vheh any one's coming," 



ti 



Did jou h^r anything else. Bob ?" said Bich ex- 



citedly, as she held the boy's hand. 

" Not till some one else come, and knocked two 
or three times ; and I was going to answer the door, 
when the doctoi* come and turned down the gas, stnd 
then I lay still, and heard him putting the* physic 
bottles away afore he'd let 'em in ; didn't you, sir?** 

The doctor smiled, and shook his head. 

''Why, I beared you T' said the boy reproach- 
iuUj; ^'and then you turns up th^ gas again, and I 
lift9 the lid a bit, s^md sees^ it was two men and an 
accident.^' 

^' An accident?" 

** Yeff, Mfes, a chap as they said had^been run over ; 
and they brings him in, and puts him on the cushia 
a top o' the- box I was in^; and I lay still and listens, 
for I says as it was a good chaaice to hear a opera- 
tioi^ if "I couldn't see one. 



9» 



" Q<y on, boy ; go on. 



7t 



'* All right, sir. Well, as I listens — oh, it was 
good ! The chap groans and hollers about Ms chest, 
miA then he makes no end ot fuss, and the doctor 
«ia;^ be*ll soon be all right ; and then— tr/ioofift /— eroo.^'; / 
X Jiearfras if some one- had been hit, and. a big fall 

qu^^i Then I lay verj stiil, for I was scared. T 
heard some on© get off the box, and a lot o' whispcr- 
mgi jBud I duirsn'fe move, for fear they should know 
^"'^'^t.^o, 8»t ^iculdid peep,*and lifted. th« 
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lid softly, there was the doctor lying close to tlie 
box, on his face, and I thought h^ was dead. 

" That give me a turn, Miss/' continued the boy, 
after moistening his lips, for hiy voice had become 
husky, **an(l I douH think I knowed what happened 
till I heerd a skeavy kind o' noise, and a loud sort o* 
wliop in the 'suHing-room ; and then the door was 
opened, and I sf^e the liglit shining on jou a-lying 
ou the gofa— yon, sir — ^sleep or shamming, and a 
man in there icKi, a-lying down, and — and — I — I can't 
help it, MisH — I ain*t had mtich to eat lately, and I 

Poor Boh let himself sink in a heap npon the floor, 
covered his fare with his hands, and burst into a fit 
of sobbing. 

There was another fit of sobbing heard, for grimy- 
faced Elizabeth rushed foi^ft'ard, phimped down be- 
side the bov, and took liis head to her breast, to 
rock him to and fro. 

"Poor bov!" smrI Kich softlv, and she took his 
hand. 

The toneh AViis like niagio; for B<d) lifted up his 
dirty tearful fa(.-e, all smiles. 

" It's all right, Miss; I'm on'y a bit upset. Only 
let me get into tlie wurgi^rv again, and I knows what 
to take to put me right." 
' " Can vou tell xib anv more, mvliul?"said Mark 

kindly. 

" Connie I can, sir ; not much, though, for I dun- 
no what come over me. I see them two a-lying 
about, and as something horrid was the matter, and 
I come over all wet and sick ; and then I d«n't re- 
member any more till I seemed to wake up with a 
headache, and couldn't make out what it all meant ; 
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siud when I could I lifted up the box-lid, and pii 
out my hand, and felt to try if it was fancy, Bufc 
there was the doctor lying on his face , and though 
3,11 was very quiet, I knowed the other dead *un 
must be in the 'suiting-room, and I lay there 'fraid 
to move, and all of a pruspiration." 

'*Did you hear anj'thing else?" said Eich eagerly. 

"Yes, Miss; I beared the window broke, and you 
come, and the perliceman, and I beared all you said; 
but I dursn't move, for fear the perlicemen should 
think I did it — the perlice is such wunners, you 
know ; and last of all, I hears the perliceman begin 
hunting about, and I got scared again, and tried to 
hide ; and jus' as I picks up that there white skull, 
and was trying whether I couldn't get lower, he opens 
the lid, and bangs it down. 



i> 



*' Should you know the men again? " asked Mark 
eagerly. 

"Dunno, sir. You see it was all foggy like, and 
they was wropped up; but I should know 'em if I 
heerd 'em speak." 

Mark uttered an e j aculation full of disappointment, 
and signed to the boy to go on. 

" Well, sir, that's all; only I waited till no one was 
there; and then I lifted the lid and crep out of the 
box; and it was very horrid, for there was the dead 
chap in the nex' room, and I kep' thinking he'd come 
after me, or them others would; and I was that 
scared, I crawled along the passage, and down-stairs, 
and then sat and shivered, list'ning to you folks 
talking, and something in my head going buzz." - 

'* Why did you not come to us ?" said Rich kindly. 

" I did want to. Miss, but I dursn't I was 'fraid 
'bout what you'd say; and there was the perlicemau 
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I ;w as very brightened,. and didn't hacdly^^ftQ^ivfaa't 

Ii^iii I never see anybody d^ad afcMre." 

" Well, what did you do-then ?" 

** Waited a bit, Miss, and ^heii<.got out in the area, 
nipped over the ^ rails, and went houie and told 
moiher," 

'' Bat one minute," cried Mark, pressing his hand 
to his breast; "did you — did you heat anything said 
abi5ut — about diamonds?" 



Yes,!' cried the boy, "I hear^ 



'Be cool, and the diamonda,ar^ ours/ *' 

Mark uttered a groan* His last hopd.w^ ^sru^hed; 

and the boy went on : 

" Mother said she know'd no. good !ud coma oimj 

beiug at a doctor s, and that it all meant body- 
suafcching and 'section, and that I shouldn't get into 
trouble for no one. She said if I stopped I should 
bo took up by the perlice ; and I waa scared enough,. 
and did us she said, and she took.me with .her down 
in the country." 

"la the country? " cried Hendon, " Where did 

yon go ? " 

**Id'know," said the boy, '^Ev0rywhere's,ltbink» 
tPramping about, and sleeping in workusses ; and it's 
bemi very cold and mis'able, and I'm very fond o' the 
old Avoman ; only somehow- 

■* Well, Bob, why do you stop? " said Hendon. 

"Dunno, sir," said the boy, looking very hard at 
Eieli's Avhite hand. "I wouldn't ha' done it, on'y sh© 
■was took bad, and they put her in one of the worbis 
'fiijuaries, and wouldn't let me stop along with her. 
They shoved me in a school as was all whitewash, 
TOth a lot more bovs: and I eotin a row with- some- 
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©nr'*emi' a/ad- we had a fighfc, and the master cauedme, 
and I hooked it; and please. Miss, mayn't I stay ?" 



CHAPTER XVIL 



A JAB WBONGIiY 3JABELLED. 



James 



only proceediDgs he took were the sending of threat- 
ening letters io Hendon — letters which Mark advised 
him to throw into the fire. 

' Wait," said the latter one evening, "and let him 
develop his attack; we should only weaken our- 
selves by going out to meet him." 

"But if he really has claims on my father, and 
seizes this place ? " 

" Then, my lad, you and I must set to, and see if 
it is not possible for us to join hands and get to- 
gether another home for your father and sister — one, 
perhaps, that, if small, might be made happy till I 
eame back." 

"Came back?" said Janet, who had accompanied 
her brother to the doctor's that evening. 

Yes,^dear," said Mark ** I have not said a word 

io a soul; but I'm going back to the Cape by the 
3ae*t boat;" 



it 



lucka^ain 



•eplied 



glanced at Rich, who was seated at work with Janet, 
while the doctor looked on, and smiled placidly at 
both in turn. 

Bioh turned very pate^ but, she did not speak. 
*'I have no prospects here," continued Mark; 
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** and out yonder I have faitli in making some pi^ 
gress. I shall tempt my fate again," 

** And if I could only feel sure that those we lefi 
behind would be Bafe/' cried Heudon, "Tdgo with 



Ton." 



Janet's eyes lit up, and it was a look more of en- 
couragement than blame which she directed at her 
lover. 

" You, Hendon?" said Mark, smiling. 

"Yes; I want to get away, and begin differently. 
I'm — there, look here, Mark Heath; with a strong- 
minded chap like you, I know I could get on, doc- 
toring or diamond-digging, or something of that 
kind. Hallo, what is it?" 



*' Letter, sir." 

^'Letter? Why didn't the boy bring it up?" 

*'He'3 a-dusiing the surgery, sir," replied the 
maid, who seemed to have been engaged upon some 
eleansing business in which she had been worsted, 

" For you, Hendon," said Rich, who had taken the 
letter, ** Is it from the hospital ?" 

" No, it isn't from the hospital," said Hendon 
quietly, as he knit his brow over the correctly- 
written formal letter, in which a firm of solicitors 
respectfully informed him that unless certain sums 
due on dishonored bills were paid to them iu a 
peeified time, they were instructed by their client, 
Mr. James Poynter, to take immediate proceedings 
for the recovery of the debt. 

'• M<irk, old chap, the attack has begun;" and 
&Mi(loa handed the letter to the former, who read 

it through. 

'' L^t's go down stairs," he said. "I want to lalk 

io von '* 



15 
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^' Is anything wrong? " said Janet anxiously. 

** Nothing fresh, my dear," replied Mark: " Hea- 
don and I are going to chat over matters. We shall 
l>e np again soon." 

'* But is the news very bad ? " said Bioh. 

"No : on the whole good,*' replied Mark; and he 
And Hendon went down-sfcairs, and were going into 
tJie dining-room, but the gas was lit in the surgery, 
and they went there, to find Bob going over the bot- 
tles, and, after a careful polish, putting them back. 

''Be off for a bit, my boy," said Hendon ; " or — no ; 
;jt(> on with your work." 

He took a match from a box on a shelf, and lit the 
fonsulting-room lamp. 

*'Here," he said, ** room's chilly ; we may as well 
have a pipe over it." 

Mark nodded, and they smoked for a few minutes 



in silence. 



'' "Why did you say that was good news?" said 
Hendon at last. 

'* Because the enemy shows his hand." 

" Shows his hand? How? " 

** If he had any claim upon your father, he would 
have attacked him first He hr^s no claim. It was 

an empty boast. 

*'So much the better," cried Hendon. "Well- that 
Bettles it. I shall go off with you." 

Mark smoked in silence. 

** If you'll have me. But I say, old fellow, c!oyru 
quite give up the diamonds ? 
'* Quite." 



)» 



jj 



**You said you had been to the police agai 
ierday," 



n, vc-i- 
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''Tes, and they say they think they can lay tlieir 
hands upon the men when they try to sell/' 

" Well, then, there is hope." 

" Not a bit. They are cooling down. " I don't 
think they have much faith in my story; and, besides, 
the matter is growing stale. They have a dozen 
naore things on the way, Hendon, my lad, you love 
my sister?" 

'* On my—" 

*' That will do. I believe it; but neither yo nor I 
can marry for years to come. You shall go w t.h me, 
and we mil come back well enough off to make those 
two our wives." 

'*But Poynter's debt? He'll have me arrested 



»s 



before I can leave the country. 

" His debt shall be paid." 

"Paid?'' 

"Not in full, but as much as is honestly due to 
Jiim. I shall set a sensible solicitor to work to make 
A compromise." 

'* But the money ? No, no; he will not give up. 



^This is putting on the screw so as to move my sister." 
" Whom he will not move," said Mark, smilix^ with 
eonteni "I suppose you are not likely to take up 
your father's invention ?" 

** Gbod gracious, no ! Millington, our Wg aw^l, 
iold me, when I mentioned it, that it w«M9 a craze, 
and that it was contrary to nature, Tou oim't ar- 
rest ordinary decay. 



» 



" No, of course not; life must go on till it r^sl^ches 
its highest pitch, and then decHne." 



" Of course. 



t» 



** Weil, lo6k here, fi^Mbn; Janet Had I han ia little 

X&oney between us in Consols, and, aa we1tf« '^o^Lg 



w:t 
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aad joor ddbt shall be paid." 
^'Wa^rffiif^-f^J^'^j^oo,^? 9^1^ j^t, BO r ikied 

'• lott Are goqig to be j^iy brpther," ,said Mark; 
aiatUog BB hf cJLa pped fajbp on the dtoolder, ** mj 
jtmn^T b^ijier, and joa'll do ezaojUj what I bid 

*' Y?», l?ut-" 

*'Thak Jrill do. I eee mj Fny dearlj row, so )e4'8 



go ^ip-ftiairs and haye a .cj\at with the girls 



9» 



wn his pipio yory slowly, and ^daaeed 



up ft a 3half» upon whioh some of the appanttns 
;^^Li;iieai^d with his father's dreams was standing; 

f^ni it offered him no solution of his difficulties, and 
^6 /oUowed Mark Heath into the surgery just aa 
Janet and Rich, whe were unable longer to bear ^a 
.$a^>e;i8e, came down to press for an explanation. 

^H^re, J say," saluted the party, from Bob, "wbp'g 
bean a-meddlin' with these he^-e preparations ? " 

"What preparations?" said Hendon sharply, ^ 

V These iefe," cried Bob, who had just taken down 
a large glass jar to dusi '* The doctor will be in a 
way. He don*t like no one to meddle with thenu" 

The jar was labeled, like the row from which ii 
haA b^en taken, with a gnmmed-on slip of letter- 
paper, the contents being written in the doc^r's 
own bold hand, the ink now yellow with age, andthe 
gumraed-on label beginning to peel off, 

"Pat the horrible thing awayl'* cried Hendou 

angrily. 

*' But some 'un's been a-stuffing something else in 
here as don*t belong," cried the boy. ** I knows *em 
all by heart Look here I " 
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He thrust his hand into the glas^ jar, attet I'emor- 
ing the great stopper. 

** What are you doing, boy? " cried Hendon, step- 
ping forward to arrest the lad's action, as he drew 
out, all diipping with the spirit, a disgusting-look- 
ing swollen object, evidently a portion of the diges- 
tive viscera of a calf or sheep ; but before he could 
reach him, Mark uttered a wild cry, thrust him aside; 
and, as he snatched the hideous-looking object from 
Bob*s hand, the glass jar fell upon the surgery flooi, 
was smashed to atoms, and a strong odor of methy- 
lated spirit filled the place. 

" You've done it now 1 " cried the boy piteously ; 
and then he stared as Mark dragged from his pocket 
a knife, and cut the string of what, in place of an 
anatomical preparation, was a soaked and swollen 
washleather bag. 

"Look, Bich, look!" cried Mark, dropping th^ 
knife, his hands trembling with excitement, and his 
voice so husky and changed that it was hardly re- 
cognizable. 

As he spoke, he thrust Rich back upon the settee, 
and, with one quick motion, poured a couple of 
handfuls of rough diamonds into her lap. 

" Mark ! " she cried, as he sank upon his knees be- 
fore her, and clasped her hands ; while, in his excite- 
ment, Hendon caught Janet in his arms, from which 
she might have extricated herself a little more quickly 

than she did. 

"Now just look at that ! " said Bob, picking up 
the bag, which had fallen upon the floor. " Why, it's 
just like one o' them things as the doctor's got saved 
up. I say," he continued excitedly, " lookye hare 
sir, there's another one inside." 
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Ke drew out of the swollen leather bag a stone as 
big m a sznall marble, and held it out. 

" Yes; aud that's yours, my boy," cried Mark ex* 
citedly; '* whatever it fetches shall be for yoi 

" What 1 my owa ?" cried Bob. 



Jt 



U 



Yes— yes !" 



ic 



To do what I like with, sir? 
Well 



"Then I wants some on it now!" cried the boy 

e"^citedly. 

" What for ?" said Kich. 
"To get my old ooman home." 
"And I want one, Mark," cried Hendon. 
Yes," said Mark; "to pay James Poynter'sdebt. 



4< 
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CHAPTER XVin. 



KNOTTING UP LOOSE THREADS. 



It had been the doctor's last act before he ad- 
mitted his assailants. As if inspired by a fear that 
his patient's excited utterances might be time, aud 
urged by the risk of leaving so valuable a treasure 
unprotected, he had taken t]ie bag, and slipped ifc 
in a place not likely to be examined, though he never 
recovered sufficiently to recall what he had done. 

As to the two men who had visited the surgery 
that night, by a strange want of scent on the part of 
the sleuth-hounds of the law they were never found; 
one reason beiug that, with the cash they found in 
the belt Mark Heath wore, they had made their way 
back to the Cape. 

The house in Bamiliies Street remained unchanged 
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in aspect siY^tliat after a time; tia^f^^e did doc- 
tor's name, a new plate w£ts ^ffik^, b&d2T2% thAt of 
his Sou, 

The red liglit shone otit erery night, anfi the j^late^ 
U]K>a the door glistened in the smi^iMj Biidh li^le 
ns came into the streetj after Bob liad been ^Yer the 
said ])lates with rotten-stone atid oil, pridrib "clean- 
ing his«eif/' as lie called it, and d'oiining^ his new 
^toart livery, ready to admit the patiir&'fe^ Ifbd c&ine ; 
hnt though James Poynter was often really Bick, h# 
son*:^lit advice there no more. 

That red light shone onfc every night with a dnll 
ghu'o across the road ; hut whenever ad oiflliUity con- 
»t:*hle, or later on as ser^atit, John "W^^tey ^ cfcilie* 
iot)k Jura round that way, he always stopped, and 
tolled las head in his stock with a sapient shake. 

*^\h! " he inv^riltbly «aid ; "that there just was 

^fogl" 
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seetthe marrcHous feiti 
the MAGICIANS of thest laqdt. Tfee firi^ 
costs THOUSANDS of <l^!Mi a»^-SlK 
oohr bcj taken byjhc RICH 

For^fe BENEFIT of tho» mho iwwc 
neidiet; the mcoicy oor the thne to rs^ 

tthe jou i^y, we l«Ye coinoilcd ihe Mi^x3< 
CIANS*^ BOOK OP CONTtJlCtNa 
In it an e]q>lained all . the wond^rM 
findb of Skl^l-of-Hand, the tBatenals to nte and how (i 

^^/^^^^%L^^ ^^ P^'^ ^^ present Msutert of the Art af 
ifiKic^ Thed(;£cr^tionsarQ9o£icki^at«9^fcartm 

i^nctke vHI make perfect 

Send for the book at once as ^e et^tiM 1i Hnut^*'^ 

cents. For Sale 1^ AH Iftwsdeaiers aail 

)r sent; postpaid for 10c bi 
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TRICKS 




CARDS 



The lATESTy MOST ENTERTAItt* 
ING, PERPLEXING cani trick* that aK 
used by the FAMOUS PRESTIDIGITA* 
TEURS of the dar at« contained in Wt 
FASONATING book. 

EVERYBODY m<mm 9it^htf^< 
TRICKS with CARDS. Tfar be^ i«l»^ 
away the long winter «»enint» ind ^^ik^ 
tedium of hot ansuaer dagrs. They dsa^ 
bore yotir £nend^ as do old, wom-'MJI 

itories^thwr hoU tiieic ^ttanttoo ^ 
INTERESTING thenu 

Each TRICK is carefnQy explained S^ 

practising: conrtanthr, ■jpu can become, jw 

yoa wiU U a welcome ENTHStTAINER?in ife 

'iKsfies <>Q[^r frIendsL at sociables, in prifate theatri^cale. i 

'NEVER before nave directioca for Mrforminfi ^icm. 

tricics been offered to the public—^ ones woo n»e thjm havt! 

f(ar<^ their secrets too ck>sely. Bnl NOW >oa can leam; 

Imki .ly bnsinc it9 book for 10 ceoU. 

S«k liT AU Nevsdesim and BD(iM!!«& ttf ^' 








Was She Sweetheart 




or 

by lAUra Jmatti libbey 

Is lore the aeddeBi*! m#«tSiif of twobijirts or 
in true loT« til* Jtim and end ot f »t« t Guoid* 
Forrest, th» heroine, fincU the true Koxwtr hm 
sh» pvaex throujh lumy a dr»m*ttie KitaittksTj hn- 
fore sh« rtftUzes th« truth. 

No author of recent times is more uni- 
versally loved than Miss Laura Jean Life- 
bey. Yoti yrUi enjoy ail of her books Eslcd 
below. 



Kidnaped at the Altar. 
OUdiola's Two I.OTers« 
Mjf Sweetheart ZdabeS, 
Delia's Handsome Lover, 
The Romance q£ EnoU, 
A Handsome Enxiaecr's 

Flirtations, 
Pretty Madcap Dorothy, 
Wat She Sweetheart cnr 

WUe? 
The I-oaa of a Lover, 



Secret, 



Kora Tetnple, 
AleU'a 
Jolly Sally 

Cota. thei Pet of the 

Ketiment, 
Pretty Ro«c Hail. 
Flora Garland** Courtship. 
The Giii He Forsook, 
A Daneerous Flirtation, 
Gamctta, the Silver Ki!^« 

Daughter. 



THE DUCHESS 



Few authors can" tJbrtray Life as The Dtichess can. 
«t<Jrics pulsate witli action, love intrigue, and taj^cry. 



Her 



^ ^ 




A SCaiden An 

The Duchess, 

The Haunted Chsmber, 

Her Last Throw, 
KfiOred Trevanian. 

A Life's Remorse, 



K Ijttle JriA Girt 

A 3Ut6e Re&cl« 

A Troublcsocne Cir!, 

Urs. Vewc&cr'* Courier Ks; 

Lady ValsF^h's J^aciofteJs. 

A B«ra Coquette. 



MARY J. HOLMES 

I This author's booltt an too ivcll known to reqtare comment 
HUHons of readers i>re evidence of their poimlari^. Her besi 
wbrks are: 



*- 



r 

35cra D«ane, 
X^l^c MUkr, 

3i!<»do 

C&zsm 



Eo^ish. te^sna 




Homcat^d ch 
MJ3C IfcDczMd: 
Ritt^ Hi St: 
iRwaiscad. 



;J., 



» 



s* 



The above ^o^ Mc f or Mie everywhere, or th^ \5rSI be tt^i, by 
Doataei »a2iL^'^ 2t etanta p copy^ by the jKibUfchtir; 5 ccfnts fcr 



THE ARTHUR WESTBROOK COMPANY 

divdand, Ohio. IT. ^. A, 



i 



^.LGER'S LIBRARY 



U S&LECX UNE OF POPUUIB BOTS" BOOKS W^ 

Horatio Alger, it^ 

f-i\%tefi im gooti paper xrom. isasw 
C'''^ Httrfteti'* coTers in eolors- 







•k 










ADRIFT IN NEW YORK. 
t ANDY GORDON. 

3 ANDY GRANT'S PLUCK, 

4 BOB BURTON. 

5 BOUND TO RISE. 

BRAVE AND BOLD. 

7 CASH-BOY, THE. 

8 CHESTER RAND. 

9 COUSIN'S CONSPIRACY, X, 
iO DO AND DARE. 

•It DRIVEN FROM HOME. 

15 FACING THE WORLD. 

13 FIVE HUNDRED DOLLARS. 

M FRANK'S CAMPAIGN. 

is €RIT, THE YOUNG BOATMAN. 

16 HERBERT CARTER'S LEGACY, 
; ? HECTOR'S INHERITANCE, 

J& HELPING HIMSELF. 

n> IN A NEW WORLD. 

30 TACK'S WARD. 

-11 |ED, THE POORHOUSE BOY. 

■ OE'S LUCK. 
r.) TULIUS. THE STREET BOY. 
M LUKE WALTON. 

MAKING HIS WAY. 




FrlM Ifi ciats p«r copy or 7 copies far fl.00 

f be Arthur Westbro^k Compai^ 



fj 






S '^ h. ^* 
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MOB? MAB¥ELOl}S AND ESm^ 



QEDIKASy SOOK 




WBITIEK 













t Halt 




's<4t»i' , 



ABSOLUTELt tKO^ 



The a^toundEnj; history of l<atui 
Lee. Three timet placed mpo 



the sc^iTold and the trap iproi^ 



fm today he walks the street ^ t 



L F r 



free manlll Illustrated Ire 



( K 



^ 's 



j*?sofegraph8. Do not fail t» cewi 
^8s the most remarkable bod 



^ 




the century. For sale orerf* 




.are^ or seat jN^p^d 



4 f 



i It % 



E^ ^ 



isci^ips olij £$»tt. 



\ _ \ 



!lii Arttiyr Westbrook Gimifttiif 



^"^^m-^ %ia.c 



Xe 



ellar's Wizard's 




^^mr^mol 



j2l:- 




iO> black Art, V^nttxioqmsaek aei 



J'U.'^^^L—- i ' -"fc -* -■ 



/i 



^^pnoUs M F ulfy Exp lained and IHastrM^i^ 

ia mis advertisement we mention but a few 
*!3^y wonstea that every person can perform 
'^;»4ing the Wizard's ManuaL It actually coMiiyi^ 




•m^r^ information than all other siKh 
^^'4^ Secnt it unioided so ciearty 




• it 



^osmL 



= u 




that even children canhanSi^ 



iECRETS REVEALED 



'S.a-^^ ^^ Eat Pi«- 



II: 



If* i& Bnng m OMd.Bifi w Ulm, 
'ftew!*-. Change Ottrit ud'V«cs«r« 

.ry* Oaedwm Wjifek 

;v>«^ (c Maktt a Pt«c« of Mtmf^ 
'ixA^ Throuefe a Tabl« 

tc«fr U» Cut «. Mm's Bzm Ot 

:tu K )% F^at Kni7&« mnd Forfu 

i^r« «£ Oofik an^Offl«!at m a Qftit. 

t:^'* sc Tear a Handkcrefiiel in 
'?t.9t^, and Makt it Whola asaiSn 




Cow to Pot t iKlBf IWwA Jiltr 

Qhsok. 

Sow to Oat Toot Anm Ot IMm; 
Bsut or Dancer. 

Sow to Draw a Card Thrvailfc 17«r:^ 
*foa»- 

Jlov to Torn Watar Uia W«Mi^ 
Bow to Braaii a Gen^Ua-aftlr 
l^ha ilcsie Tfrelva., 
1%« Mystical Dial. 

Bow to Hak« « I««1} Viitt 

warda. 

Sow to Kftkt lb licd? Bic^- 
Sow to do all kmdr cf C&m 

Sow to 0c AP Tk«s h^ttm 

Tricka 

Sow to Do Hondr^ds of otJMT 







t^ 



iSJ Sale by all Newsdealers, ot will te sent *© Mg 
^rfdxess postpaid upon receipt o/ 26 cents 

Stamps accepted 



* t 
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1^ Artimr We$tooQ& Coiipai^i 



Jl^^ 



-^'rl 
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- ^ 
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■..r'^.^lf^ ^r, 
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£Md about it in tbe great book. 
«JBSSE> JAMES, MY FAXHEK« writ- 
ten by his son, Jesse Jamec, Jr., ^ 
ONLY true accovut of Uio life of tiie 

faihoun outlaw. 

Read how this b&ndlt kept an A;a]|^ 
of detectives, ,sherJfTs and United ^atci 

marshals scouring tht coiurtry and w»* 
shot in the back by a traitoroaa p*l. 

Read about the fatality attached ig 
the name of Jesse James, how tht* of- 
ficers of the law tried to visit' the lici 
Ox the father on the head of the son. 

Resad about the persecution ftiid the harrowiag angaisfe 
'^ Jesse James' fanrily in the graphic words of his ton audi 
4eifc 

I Bead these FACTS. Everybody shoxild know them. Thow 
;^ nothing to perrert the young, there is nothing to .re|K)^ 
^ oid. 

Look at ib^ reproductions of the OKLY pictures oi Jesce 
Ijunes, bis Mother and his Son in exist-eiice, e;£6ept thoi^ 

Pric* ts cents, post paid 

mrm simnger than ncnoN 

'^^ MOST BOUmSLCmS AND BXTR^CHItDiKAfiY mm 



H F 



ABSOLUTELY TRUE 



1 




V *.» 




^^r'aSto^ili^Sftltlil^^of JohiaLee. Thfns tiUrfts^l 

fliaaf t1 Ifliu^tieid ^Mi t»2sologi*a^t. £Mf not mk ^ 

fOif)>^«p<ni^c««i#« of 








^Ujift Otti^ B>itj» 



MA^reR CRIMINAL 



THE LITE STORY OP CHARLES PEACT 




TL £ f * ^ 




IHustrated 



Tbis is the most remarkabl ^£>oir 

wrhlch has appeared during tb- pr^^ 

ent generation. It gives the tbso'^ 

lutely true history of that arc?;, 

ciixainal^ the burglar and murderei:^ 

Charles Peace, who for many yewrf^ 

masqueraded in England nnder mai^;^ 

idiiierent personalities, but always as that of a respfictafcla 

(gentleman. He was w/thout doubt the most depraved moii»i«R 

'wh9 <drf-r preyed upon society. He wa^ bsd-mad or madi'hSk'% 

mid fr'm other points of view when Justice finally CAughC 

nd ©■':ecuted him upon the scaffold tac world wa* srell rkl 

|©f him. : 

j He started his career when he w:vs eleven years old andi 
)Amjig the diiferent periods when h^ was outride of prisoiij 
^magquerading always as a respectable business maUj^ Hi* 
«}i?.cged his personality when the darkness of night fell an^ 
eavried out the boldest robberies an^ the most daring criminal? 

^ I 

^fiemes ever perpetrated by any one man in the history of 

iiiQ world. 



■ 

I-' 



iiio other criminal who eve,^ Hved eould compare in cunning 
i»Bd daricg with Charles Peace, t5ie Master Criminat Bea^ 
aliout it in this great book which is for sale everywhere, IS. 
^ou are unable to secure it from your newsdealer it wlH fer^ 
#£3it to yo'd postpaid by the publishers upor receipi of $Bo^ 



TBE AkTh.cn WESTBROOK Mu 




AND 



COMJND 







HARD NUTS TO CRACK 

All Kew and Up-to-Bav 

One thousand brand new up-to-da^ 
RIDDLES AND CONUNDRUM! 
that you have never heard before, 14 
stead of the old chestruts that ma^ 
your victims want to hit you on tK 
head with a sand bag: when you ge 
them off. 

This is the best Riddle Book an 
' Dllection of Conundrums ever pvihi 
lished, and the biggest one ever so24 
for ten cents. 

For sale by all newsdealers or sent postage paid bj 
^e publishers upon receipt of 15 cents. 

THE ARTHUR WESTBROOK COMPANY^ 

Cleveland, Ohio, U. S. A. 





TOASTS AND 




ALSO A fEW PROVERBS 

If you want the best book of 
TOASTS that has ever been putf 
lishtd; if you want new Toasts fc 
spring upon your friendc instead :4 
the hoary with age, moss grown a| 
rfortments published in the so callej 
•'Toast Books" of other publisher 
buy this book of NEW TOA^T 

■t 

■which has just been pubUshcd in ou.'^ 
MAMMOTH SERIES. It is no 
only the best book bat the IsrgesS 
bock ever sold tov JI6 cents. 
Wot sale by all newsdcalp's rr se^vt postpaid u p-o^ 
^ec^pt of ten cents. 

^Hl^ ARTHUR WESTBROO\< COIWAM^, 






ADVENTURE SERIES 






No. 

.40 JJ5SSE JAMfiS* SH-VER T^5L 



or Til* ^toQderiiiff of the Mexlcas Uuleteer* 

..,.41 JESSE JAMES' RING OF DEATrf ^ ^^ ^ 

or The Fate of the Texai Rinfera. 

,..,4J JESSE JAMES- MYSTERIOUS FOE , ™^ 

or The Piirxuit Of tbe Maa io BI»% 

.....4$ JESSE JAMES' FATE „ ^ . ^ .v /^ . * - 

or Th« End of the CHstioo Tr»K 

..,.44 JEFF CtAYTON'S LOST CIAJE . , 

' or The MyitwT of the Wfrdest Murder, 

.0..46 JEFF CLAYTON'S STRANGE QUEST 

or On the Trai) of a Ghosi, 

....4« JEFF CLAYTON'S THyWDERBOLT 

or The Pursuit of the De^ Set Smacclerik 
.^..47 JEFF CLAYTON'S MAN-TRAP 

or The Inn of Terror^ 

..•.4S JEFF CLAYTON'S WHITE MISSION 

or la the Seir»ict »f the KinA 

..-.4» JEFF CLAYTON IN THE HEARt OF TEdT>BLE 

or ^h-e -TraU Of tbii' Gb^ett Serpent. 

THE KJDNAPFK) PRESIDENT 

JEFF CLAYTON'S SOPKISE , 

or Tbr Lure of the VLcA Dmmk 

....S» JEFF CLAYTON'S RIDDLE ,. 

or The Fitat Thruft Of th* Phantom Ar«b 
».. .M JEFF CLAYTON'S BLIND TRAIL 

or Tft'ftre* hy thfe Letter %i 
»,».lt JEFF CLAYTON'S TRIUMPH ^ 

or The^^ir»fic*t« of CHmib 
«.,.«• /EFF CLAYTON'S DISCOVERY ^ 

•r The Lure of the FftSil J^niw 
»...M JEFF CLAYTON'S LONG CE.^^ ^ 

<» On the Tr»a df tht «ApecW»c 

^&m l^W a^^(W6 icA$j^R itiii^E _ J 






A NEW f BPARTURl 

ABYENTim]& SE 





» /- 1 ^ 





ifiJijL cfil^brated and popiilur series wiM; b^ ieap^ «iiifi 



meek instead of twice a month *s heiEfitof ore. 



n-^ 



Evory other week w© will publish in this usnm C 

*tory by that greatest of all deJ;ectiTe imieMp 

This is an annauncement whid; we icnow wiB fee 

greeted with applause by our readers. 

b- 

0^ the alternate weeks we will publish our iMvnl 
TSFF CLAYTON story. 

Bo on the watch for ADVENTURK SERIES Na 01 
^tffhich wili^OPitain the first one of OLD SLfiUXkf 



ftoxies. 



This story will be entitled 



Old Sleuth^s Greatest Cast 



OB 



Caught by the Kingof ail DetectlTM 

By OLD SLEUTH, himself. 



^is Is one of the greatest itories which Olk M rnif L 
J!^ eivsr writtm. 



?E §^m TO GI'^ M 




The Madness of Love 



Caroline Hart 

"Uj Florrie," he whiipcred, "yon tkall b« 
■ftf* erermore, safe in the sfceltcr of » Jort 
that will endure forever. I shuil not ask you a 
word, but Tfiil take you this Tery mfflit »nd znnke 
you my wife. I am rich, Florrie, and we c&o 
go away from thi» country to som» foreign clini« 
where you will forget -wliat has happened here. 
I »ik nothing but your loTe. The pa«t shall be 
ag if it h*d not been." "What T^as that '•p»et?" 
"What of the future of Florrie »nd Clere LiTing- 
ston, and what of her lawful husband, Rupf^rt 
Warren f 

Caroline Hart understands the human heart as few authors 
do and each one of her books listed below will bring to you new 
depths of Passion, Love and Romance. 

Lil. the Dancing Girl, A Working Carl's Honor, 

For Love or Honor, A Haunted Life, 

Tliat Awful Scar, The Vcnscance of Lotc, 

A Hidden Terror, Kameless Bess, 

Love's Rugged Path, From Want to Wealth, 

Redeemed by Love, She Loved Not Wisely, 

The Rival Heiresses, Lillian's Vow, 

Her Right to Love, A Woman Wronged, 

Angela's Loves, Nobody's Wife, 

A Little Frincess, From Worse than Deatli, 

The Madness ol Love, Hearts of Fire, 

Married ai, Sight, A Strange Marriafe. 

BERTHA M. CLAY 
Bertha Clay's realistic stories of Love's struggles and 
triumphs are constantly in demand. You will thorougfity eojoy 
every one of them, 

A Golden Dawn, His Wife's JudeemMit, 

Her Second Love, Like Nd Other Lore, 

A Squire's Darling, Under A Shadow, 

The Shadow of A Sin, At War With Hersrff, 

The Shattered Idol, A Thorn In Her Heart, 

Wedded and Parted, Thrown On The World, 

A Queen Among Women, A Bridge of Love, 

Jennie, A Woman's TemptJlio«, 

Love for A Day, Shadows of the Past, 

A Dead Heart, Hcire-3 of Hilldrop. 

The abore books are for tale everywhere, or they will be s*«t ^ 
mail, postage paid, for 29 cents a copy, by the publisher; fi coptaa for 
$1.00. Postage stamps takes the same as money. 

THE ARTHUR WESTBROOK COMPANY 

Cleveland, Ohio, U. S. A. 



GREAT 
AMERICAN DETECTIVE SERIES 

1 — Sherlock Holmei By A. Conan Doyle 

2— The Red R«j»h By Capt. Frederick Whittaker 

3 — Beyond the City By A. Conan Doyle 

4— A Case of Identity By A. Conan Doyle 

5^A Scandal in Bohemia By A. Conan Doyle 

&— The Red Headed League By A. Conan Doyle 

7— -The Sign of the Four , By A. Conan Doyle 

8— The Giant Detective in France By Old Sleuth 

9— The Surteon of Caster Fell By A. Conan Doyle 

10— Mill Street Mystery By Adeline Sarreant 

11— The Bat of Diamonds By G. Manville Fenn 

12 — The Dynamiter By Robert Louis Stevenson 

13— The Temple of Death By F, Du Boisffobey 

14— -The Coral Pin By F. Du Boi«robey 

15— The Ubiquitous Yank By Old Sleuth 

1«— The Red Lottery Ticket By F. Du Boigffobey 

17— The Hauntinr Shadow By Old Sleuth 

18— The Parisian Detective By F. Du Boisfobey 

19— Joe Phoenix, The Police Spy By Albert W, Aiken 

20— Joe Phoenix, Private Detective By Albert W. Aiken 

21_The Wolves of New York By Albert W. Aiken 

22-:~Chin Chin, Chinese Detective By Albert W. Aiken 

23— Mark Majic, The Detective By Anthony P. Morris 

24— Electro Pete, Man of Fire By Anthony P. Morris 

2&— The Cipher Detective By Anthony P. Morris 

26™The Head Hunter By Anthony P. Morris 

27— The Pinkerton Ferret By Charles Morris 

28— Cop Colt, The Quaker Detective By Charles Morris 

29— Sarah Brown, Detective By K, F. Hill 

30— Fritz to the Front By Edward L. Wheeler 

31— The West Shore Mystery By Old SUuth 

32— The Heart of Oak Detective By Edward L. Wheeler 

33— The Nine of Hearts By B. L. Farejon 

34— The Man Hunter By Dick Donovan 

35— The Never Fail Detective By Captain Howard Holmes 

36 — The Mystery of a Handsome Cab By Fergus Hume 

37— The Mystery of St. James Pr.rk By J. B. Burton 

38— The Abbey Murder By Joseph Patten 

39— The Man Who Vanished By Ferrus Hume' 

40— The Piccadilly Puzzle By Fergus Hume 

41— The Gypsy Detective By Old Sleuth 

42— Detective Archie By Old Sleuth 

43— The Irish Detective By Old Sleuth 

44— An Eastern VendetU By Old Sleuth 

45— A Traffic Mystery By Old Sleuth 

40— The Shadow Detective By 014 Sleuth 

47--A Million in Jewels By (M SUuth 

48— The New York Detective By Old Sleuth 

49 — Treasure Island By Robert Louis Stevenson 

50 — Kidnapped By Robert Louis Stavenson 

For sale by all newsdealers and booksellers or sent, postage paid, hf 
the publishers upon receipt of 20 cents per copy, six copies for $1.00. 
Postage stamps taken same as money. 

THE ARTHUR WESTBROOK COMPANY 

Cisvelandt Ohio, U. S. A. 



